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PREFACE. 

PUBLICATIONS of this nature are already Co 
numerous that, if a preface had not, on any other 
acGbUfit, been ncceffary, lomething.of the kind would, 
doabtlel^, have been required, by way of apology, for 
adding one more to the number, particularly under fo 
plain and unaliuring a title as that with which the pre- 
ient volumes are uSiered into the world. Every work, 
h owe ve r, fhould be its own advocate, and fo muft this, 
wllatever may be here alledged in its favour. 

Perhaps, indeed^ if the aoove circumflance be viewed 
itl«i)roper li^, we fhall find that the multiplicity of fimi- 
tit cdn^ilations afford rath(^r an argument for, than an 
ofcjeftion to an additional under^kintg, upon an im- 
ptOTed plan. There \i nqt, jt may Be fai^K Verted, 
any one languaee in tl*e'vofxd"'pofrefred'of^a greater 
Ttiiety of beautiful aikl e!<5gan| pieces of lyric poetry 
ifhan onr own. But, fo long ?s thefc* bejiu.ties, ihis elc- 
Mite, continue to be fcatt^rej. ^bipad, rupptfiffed, and 
pf one majr be allowed thje' ti^J&n^ -buried alive, 
in a multitude of colfefuon^, confilung ^ chiefly of 
coiiitibfitions of die loweft, and mod defpicable nature ; 
mie or more being annually hafhed up {cramh repetita) 
fe^ needv retainers Jto the prefs, and the moft modern 
hfeing, always, infinitely the worft, (much of the one, 
ind many of &e other bein|[, likewife, interiperfed 
through books of a quitie different caft, (ome of which 
are veiy voluminous, and others veryfcarce,) the greater 
pHit of tUs ineftimable poffeflion muft, of courfe, re- 
ihain altogether unknown to the generality of readers. 
For who, let his defires and hisi:onveniencebe what thev 
VAf, will thitik it worth hb while to perufe, ihuch lels 
tb purchafe, two or three' hundred volumes, nierely be- 
caufe each of them may happen to contain a couple 
of exci^l^nt fongs? £v^ one who wiihes to pouefs 
a -gtzA, il not content to ftekr it in an ocean of 

• Vox..!. h Entirely, 



a PREFACE. 

Entirely, then, to remove every objcftion to which the 
fubje^ is, at prefient, open ; to exlnbit all the moft ad- 
mired, and intriniically excellent fpecimens of lyric 
poetry in the Englifh language at one view ; to promote 
real, inftrudive entertamment; to fatisfy the critical 
tafte of the judicious; to indulge the nobler feelings of 
the peniive ; and to aiford innocent mirth to the gay ; 
has been the complex obje£l of the prefent publication. 
How far it will anfwer thefe different purpofes, muft 
be fubmitted to time, and the judgement, tafle, and 
candour of its various readers. 

The editor is, however, aware that a late elegant 
collection, under the title of EJfays on Song-ivritimg, 
may be mentioned as an exception to every charg* 
brought againft preceding publications; and it, cer- 
tainly, is very far from beine his intention to involve 
that work in the general reprobation. Neither, indeed, 
will tKe^CohipafltiJ^el^ Jiq^(*f opiber of fongs whicb 
the in^woii£.coi^pilei%*'h&s^*Sl(;^Ordine to his own pro- 
feffion, been.at)]^ to fqleCf^ ^(icllv, pemaps, to illuiirate 
his difcourfes d^ the**(^tja^ and introduce the origina} 
compoiiti9nSy*l)&,*UJ^ examination, found, unlefs in « 
very remote d^gr^ig, ;{» 4{6^trf<fre with, or by any means 
to lefTen the jSibpribtykB^ jt^e^prefent attempt. 

In explainmg the nature and methodical difpofitioa 
of thefe volumes, it may not be impertinent to jprcmife, 
that, as the colledion, under the general title ofsoNCs, 
con (ids, not only of pieces ftridly and properly (q 
called, but likewife, though in great difpropor^ 
tion as to number, of ballads or mere narrative com^ 
portions, the word song will, in the courfe of this 
preface, be almoft tvtry where ufed in its confined fenfe ; 
inclufive, however, of a few modem and fentimental 
ballads, which no reader of tafle, it is believed, will 
be inclined to think out of place. Of the songs, 
therefor, in this fenfe, and as forming the bulk of thf 
work, we are now to fpeak. 

The plan which has been adopted with regard to 
thefe is a divifionpr arrangement under the three heads 
erslaflesof lovb, drinkin^i a&d icisofiLLANEOus 

SQM9I. 



PREFACE. lii 

SOKGS. This^ perhaps, is too natural an idea to be 
a novel one; but it does not appear to have been prac- 
died more than once or twice, and even then without 
either judgement or attention, and in compilations which 
have been long buried in oblivion. It would hav^ re- 
quired a very Imall fliare of fagacity in the editor, to 
have puzzled and furprifed his readers with a new, fan- 
ciful, and intricate arrangement of his materials under 
a multiplicity of defcriptions. By fuch ingenious con- 
trivances, he might poffibly have received the credit of 
trouble which he never took, and of difficulties which 
he never encountered ; but how far his ingenuity would 
have benefited his readers, is a doubt which he does not 
£nd altogether foeafy to folve. The general diftribution 
which has been preferred was, it is confefled, (imple 
and ready; but the interior order and difpofition of the 
contents of each department is peculiar to the prefent 
volumes, and required more accuracy and attention 
than will, perhaps, be immediately conceived, or it is 
here meant to defcribe. 

The firft and principal divifion, which forms the fub- 
jeA matter for the whole of the prefent volume, is en- 
tirely confined to fuch pieces as are generally compre- 
hended within the appellation and idea of love songs. 
This part is fubdivided into many inferior portions or 
clafTes, difplaying or defcribing that fublime and noble« 
—that, fometimes, calm and delightful, — but more fre- 
quently violent, unfortunate, and dreadful pailion, in all 
its vanous appearances, and with all its different efFei^, 
confequences, and connedlions. Thefe objefts are not, 
indeed, and neither neceffity nor propriety feemed to 
require, or even allow, that they ihould be, pointed out 
in the different pages where they occur; but the atten- 
tive^ reader will eafily perceive, on the flighteft infpec^- 
tion, the particular lubjefi of each clafs. This will be 
rendered more obvious and familiar by the elegadt and 
charaderiftic defigns which precede and terminate each di- 
vifion. And they who may choofe to confider the above 
mode rather a fatigue than a pleafure, are here inform- 
ed, that the fubje^U peculiar to Qlafs I. are diffidence, 

k z admiK^xm» 
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Iv PREFACE. 

admiration^ rc(^^c€t, plaintive tendernefs, mifplaced piiiw 
ilony jealoufy, rage, defpair, frenzy, and death: diaifc 
in Clafs II. love is treated as a paflion ; with praife, co^ 
tempt, reproach, fatire, and ridicule: that Clafs III. 
exhibits tnc upbraidings, quarrels, reconciliations, in- 
difference, levity, and inconilancy of lovers; and li 
clofed by a few pieces, in which their misfortojiei or 
mod ferMus fituations are attempted to be thrown into 
burlefque: that Clafs IV. is devoted, folely, to profef- 
fions of love from the fair fex :— the moral to be drawn 
from the ill confcquences of this pa£ion being g^^<^r?fliri 
ip fuch tender bofbms, by the fatal inflances of thoie 
unhappy fair ones who have fuffered it to overcome their 
prudence, will be too obvious,— as it is too melancholy,-^ 
to efcape obfervation, or to need enforcing : thatCIus V* 
turns entirely upon the chaHe delights of mutual uSecv^ 
tion, and terminates with fome beautiful reprefentationf 
t)f connubial felicity, and a few, not imperunent, admo* 
ttitions to its brieht creators. This arrangement, which 
is as comprehenuve as it is particular, and will, it t|L 
hoped, be found to have been executed with all the caro 
and attention fo new and difficult a projeA could re* 
quire, the editor wholly fubmits to the tafte and judge- 
ment of his fair readers ; who, he trufts, will receive the 
higheft and moft refined amufement, not without confi-> 
denible inilrudUon, from every part of the volume i 
which, certainly, contains a much greater number and 
variety of elegant and beautiful compositions on tht 
above intereiling fubjed than were ever attempted to b* 
brought together in any former colledion, or than \x, 
would be even poffible for them elfcwhere to meet with* 

The fecond part, or firil divifionof the other volume^ 
cpfl&prifes a iinall quantity of Anacreontics, /. r. Baccha* 
nalian, or, with the readers permiffion, (and the title is not 
only more fimple, but mpre general and proper) o a i n c- 
INO songs; ckMifotu ik bcirt i moft of which mav be rea^f^ 
fpnably allowed to have merit m th^ way : but the editor 
will candidly own that he was not forrv to &nd everyen* 
dieavour ofed to enlarge this part of the cpUe^on with 
«redit« (an4 he ma/i. probmy* u. it if«>ftve been too 

indulgent) 



PREFACE, * 

ilidulgest) tMV6 a]tbg:tK^r fiimtefs : a circiMftoice, per 
haps, which will, feine time or other, be confiddred as 
not a little to the honour of the Engl^ mufe. 

The ^tard and lall divifion is compoTed of iUch pieces 
as do not fall within either of ,the above defcripti<ms, 
and contains feveral tmly valuable lyric compontions, 
both ancient and modem, on a variety of fubjedis. It 
i;^l be negretted that the number could not be rendered 
more confiderable. 

Although no fubdivifion appeared neceflary, or was, 
indeed, a£niffible, or even pra^icable, in thefe two laft 
parts, the reader may yet perceive an attention tio, and 
propriety in the arrangement and difpofition of eack^ 
vdth which, it is prefumed^ he will not have reafon tor 
be difpleafbd. 

Throughout the whole of the firft volume, the utmoft 
care, the moft fcrupulous anxiety has been fhewn to ex- 
clude every compoudon, however celebrated, or however 
excellent, of which the flighted expreffion, or the moft 
diftant allufion coaldhave tinged the cheek of Delicacy^ 
or offended the purity of the chafteft ear* This abo- 
mination, fo grofsly perceptible in, almolt, every 
preceding colleSion, and even where editors have dii- 
claimed its countenance, or profeiled its removal, b 
here, it may be fafcly averrea, for the firft time, rf- 
Jhrmid altogether ; the remotefl inclination to fuch an 
offence being fcarcely to be difcovered, even in that 
quarter in which licentioufnefs has been fo long fulFered, 
' nay expedled, to reign without con troul, and was, of 
courfe, with the greater difficulty reflrained,-*among{|f 
the Bacchanalian fongs ; where, however, the editor i^ 
perfuaded, no one of his fair readers, for whofe perufal 
this part of the coUeftion is, certainly, neither calcu- 
lated nor intended, will feek to deted it. A former editor, 
a gentleman of taile and fentiment, has termed an exe- 
ctrtion of his duty in this refped, " a difagreeable 
piece of feverity;'* the prefent editor, however, far 
^m having experienced any pangs of remorfe on the oc- 
caiion, wiihes he coold have had reafon to glory in being 

b 3 the 
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the inftroment of deflrudbion to the whole (pedes of 
thofe infidious and infernal produdlions. 

Curs'd be their verfc, and bl ailed all their bays, 
Whofe fenfual lure th' unconfcious ear betrays; 
Wounds the young brcall, ere virtue fpreads her fhield. 
And takes, not wins, the fcarce difputed field! 
Tho' fpecious rhetoric each loofc thought refine, 
Tho* mufic charm in ev^ry labour'd line. 
The dangerous vcr{e to full perfeWon grown, 
Bavius might blufh, and Quarles difdain to own.* 

Moft, if not all, of the pieces which form the tjiree 
divifions already enumerated, will be found more accu- 
rately printed than in any former compilation ; having 
been wlefted from the befl editions of the works of 
their re(pe6live authors, and other approved and authentic 
publications, or correfted by a careful collation of nu- 
merous copies. There is another advantage, which the 
prefent collection pofTefies unrivaled, ^ncT that is, the 
great number of names of the real authors of the fongs, 
prefixed to their refpedlive performances. 

By thofe who, in reading the prefent colleftion, fliall 
happen to remark the careful omifTion of all Scotifh 
fongs, it may be expedled that the editor fliould give foii)^ 
reafons why no pieces of that denomination, many of 
which are univerfally allowed to pofTefs the higheft de- 
gree of poetical merit, have been inferted. It might, 
perhaps, be fuiHcient, on this occafion, to plead the 
words of the title, which only promifes English 
Songs ; but the editor is not, however, without a fur- 
ther, and, he would willingly hope, a more fatisfaftory 
apology; which is, an intention to prefent the public, 
at fome future opportunity, with a much better and 
more perfect colledlion of fongs entirely Scotish, 
than any that has been hitherto attempted : he mufl, 
therefor, intreat the patience of fuch of his readers 

• W. Whitehead. 
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as are difappointed by^ or may happen to complain 
of the preient omi£ion» till fuch intended publication 
appear. In the mean time, fhould any pieces of Scotlih 
extradlion be difcovered in thcfe volumes, which there 
is every reafon to think will not be the cafe, he has only 
to confefs his ignorance of their origin, and to defire 
better information. 
. With refpedl to the lyric productions of our now 
lifter-kingdom Ireland, the bcft of them have been gene- 
rally efteemed and ranked as Englifh fongs, being few 
in number, and poiTefting no national, or other peculiar 
or diftinguilhing marks;* ofthefe, however, the num- 
ber is very few, and that which might be deemed the mod 
exceptionable, the hunting song at page 168, 
vol. II. may be well pardoned on account of the fupe- 
rior excellence of its compofition to moft others on the 
fame fubjed: this defcription of fongs being, in gene- 
ral, as utterly void of poetry, fenfe, wit, or humour, as 
the practice they are intended to celebrate, whether it be 
the diveriion of the prince or the peafant, is irrational, 
favage, barbarous, and inhuman f. 

The 

* The diilin^^ion between Scitijb and Engli/b fongs, it is con- 
ceived, arlfct — not from the language in which they are written, for 
that may be common to both, but— from the country to which they 
refpe^lively belong, or of which their authors are natives. This dif- 
crimination does not fo neceflarily or properly apply to Ireland ; great 
part of which was colonifed from this kingdom, and the defcendants 
of the fettlers, the only civilifed and cultivated inhabitants, have, 
conCequently, been, ever iince, looked upon as Engli/h: the native 
Irjjh being, to this day, a very different people. Every one has beard 
of the English pals. 

•f It is hoped, however, that the editors partiality for the truly 
claMcal performance which immediately precedes the lafl-mentioned 
fong, will not be judged inconfifVent with his abhorrence of its fubje£t. 
He will avail hisfelf of this opportunity to remark, as rather a whim- 
iical circomftance, that both thefe pieces have been commonly attri- 
buted to the ingenious mr. George Alexander Stevens; and, perhaps, 
with pretty equal juftice : the firft of them having been cooipofed up- 
ward« of a century and a half ago, and the other not being inferted in 
his own publication of Sonf^t comic and Jatyrical: the value pf 
which work is not diminiihed by any tranfpofitions from it into the 

b 4 preient 
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The mfertion of ibngs on political topia, tke hdk of 
which are not only too temporary, but too jpardal to 
gain much applaufe when their uibjeds are rorgotten, 
and their fatire has loft its force^ has here been ftudi- 
ously avoided. A compodtioo, however, fo humoorousl/ 
pointed as the Vicar op Bray, or fo eleorant and pa^ 
thetic as Hosiers Ghost, may fafely bia defiance to 
both age and oblivion : the one will continue to move 
our tendereft paillons, and the other to excite a hearty 
laugh, fo long as the language in which they are writt* 
en 9iall be more than a name. 

Songs on what is called Freemafonry ieemed calcu- 
lated rather to difgrace than to embellifh the colledtion. 
The mod favourite and admired compofitions on thia 
ilrange fubjed mud necefTarily appear abfurd, con- 
ceited, enigmatic, and unintelligible, to thofe who have 
not had the fupreme happinefs to be initiated into the 
hallowed myfteries of this venerable fociety : and they 
who have will know where to find them. 

Several pieces of feme antiquity and great merit 
being here and there inferted, it has been attempted u> 
point them out to the reader, by affixing the fignature 
O. (old) to thofe which appear to have been compofed, 
or rather firft publifhed, within the courfe of the lafl 
century; and the letters V. O. (very old) to fuch as 
were printed before its commencement; unlefs die 
name of the author ferved to afcertain the age of his 
fong with greater propriety. The orthography of the 
whole colledion will, however, it is believed, (except 
in a fmgle inftance *) be found reduced to a modern, 
correct and uniform flandard throughout ; fo far, at 
lead, as eflabliihed corruptions, and natural prejudice 
would eafily permit. It may be, likewife, proper to re* 
mark that there is no one fong here pubhlhed, which 
was not in print before, although moil of the manufcript 

preftB' colledlionj though many of hit fpirited Bacchanalian lyrics 
would have done it the uimod credit, had the editor thought hitfelf 
kt liberty to makeufe of them. 
« Song 111. Part II. 
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colledios in th^ Harleiap and otlmr tftmries hk tte 

Mui]eum were carefully confulted for maleiiala^ widiovt 

any other fuccefs than as they femedmes affbrded an 

imprayed readings ^ which the editor has in a rery feir 

places, where emendation was abfolutelv^ necdGuy^ 

availed hisfelf^ It is not, however, by Uiis meant to 

aflert that no unpubliihed lyric poetry U to he aee 

wijth in the above noble repontoriee : diene is » 

prodinoos quantity: but not a ftngle ftanna oecom<t 

of famdent merit to mingle with die elc»gandet of 

the prefent coUedion* It would not, peraaps, hafv 

been difficult to have procured original pieces ift 

any number; but the editor could not, conMently witk 

his refped for the public^ obtrude upon them a fingle 

line, which had not been already ftamped with their 

approbiiition, or on the merits oC which they had not 

had an opportunity to decide. This colledion does not^ 

therefor, any way interfere with a publication of fnch 

fongs as have not hitherto been communicated from 

the prefs. 

What is already faid has been entirely con- 
fined to the three nrft parts of the collection ; of part 
THE FOURTH, diercfor, a coniiderable, atleaflintereft- 
ing portion of the work, not to be found in any former 
compilation of this nature, it ftili remains to be fboken* 
This department is engrofled by a Medi number, mdeed' 
ALL THE BEST, of our old popular tragic legends, and 
hiftorical or heroic ballads: the genuine effuuons of tho 
Englifh muCs, unadulterated with the fentimental re- 
finisments of Italy or France. And without thefe 
(which would by no means afllmilate or mix with the 
more poliflied contents of the preceding divifions) tho 
colledion, as profeiTedly defigned to comprehend every 
fpedies of iinging poetry, would; doubtlefs, have been im- 
pelled. Every piece in this clafs has been tranfcribed 
fromfome old copy, generally in black letter; and has,, 
in mod cafes, been collated with various others, preferved 
in different repofitories. Many of them, however, it 
muft be confened, are printed in the Ruli^ues of ancient 

Englijk 
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Englijb Puiry ; a work which may^ perhaps^ be hy fotom 
thonght to have precluded every future attempt* Bat, 
in truth, there is not the leaft rivalfhip or even connec- 
tioB, between the two publications. Acd» indeed^ if the 
contrary had been the cafe, the inaccurate, and fbphiC- 
ticated manner in which every thing that had real 
preteniions to antiquitv, has been printed by the right re- 
verend editor of that aamired and celebrated work, would 
be a Sufficient apolo^ for any one who might undertake 
to publifh more faithful, though, haply, lefs elegant 
copies'*. No liberties, beyond a necefTary modemifJu 
tion of the orthography, have been taken with the lan- 
guage of thefe antique compofitions, unlefs in a few 
mftances, where a manifefl blunder of the prefs at once 
required and juftified the corre6tion. I'he reader mnft 
be, therefor, content to take them, as they were proba- 
bly written,—-at lead, as they have comedown to us,<*» 

With all their imperfedUons on their head. 

The arrangement of this part of the collection is, in 
miniature, as near as could be, that of the firft and third. 
The names of authors could not be prefixed, becanie 
they are unknown in mod inilances, and only imper- 
fedlyguefTed at in the reft. Nor has the editor made any 
attempt to afcertain or diftinguifh their different ages; 

^ The truth of this charge, which will not, it is belit ved, moch 
fwrprife any perfon converfant in the illaftrious editors authoritief, 
may, on Tome future occafion, be more minutely exempli6ed, andfatit- 
fa£iorily proved* It will be, here, fufficient to obferve, that frequent 
lecourfe has, in compiling materials for the prefent volumes) been ne- 
celTarily had to many uf the originals from which the Reliqutt are 
profefledly printed ; but not one has, upon examination, been found 
to be followed with eith*;! fidelity or corredlnefs. That the above 
work it beautiful, elegant, and ingenious, it would be ridiculous to 
deny} but they who look into it to be acquainted with the ftate of 
ancient poeiry,will bemiferably difappointed or fatally misled. Forgery 
and impofition of every kind, ought to be univerfally execrated, and 
sever more than when they are employed by perfons high in rank 
•V chara£ler, and thofc very circumftances are made ufe of to fandtify 
the deceit. 

a taflc. 
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a talk, perhaps, unneceffaiy, certainly, impoflible. The 
reader, not better informed, muft, therefor, remain 
fatisfied with this general aflertion : That there is no 
reafon to conclude any of them much older than the 
latter part of the reign of queen Elizabeth, nor any 
more modem than the time of king Charles the iirft. 

A TUNE is fo eflentially requifite to perfeA the idea 
which is, in ftridtnefs ana propriety, annexed to the 
term song, in its moft extenfive fenle, that every com- 
pilation of this nature which does not, together with 
the words or poetical part of the fongs, likewife include 
their refpedlive melodies or tunes, in the character ap- 
propriated to the expreffion of muilcal language, muft 
neceffarily be defedtive and incomplete. That this cha- 
ra6ler is not familiar or intelligible to the general eye 
can be no objection. It is, indeed, much to be la- 
mented that it is not rendered more fo, by becoming an 
eflablifhed branch of education. There are, however, 
many to whom theperufal of mufic is not more difficult, 
or lefs delightful, than the reading of poetry : and few, 
very few, are fo unfortunate as to be incapable of per- 
ceiving the force and beauty of the language conveyed 
by thefe technical characters, when communicated to 
the ear. Moft people can either fing, whiftle or hum 
fome favourite air; and is not that ignorance to be 
lamented which does not permit them to read and write 
what they can thus utter ? No apology is, therefor, ne- 
ceiTary for* the moft ufeful and efTential appendix fub- 
joined to the prefent volumes, even to thofe who do not 
underftand it ; becaufe they may eafily receive the full 
benefit of it from thofe who do ; and the latter will, it 
is imagined, be too fenfible of its ufe and value to re- 
quire one. Every reader, at all acquainted with the na- 
ture of this part of the undertaking, muft be fufficiently 
aware of the pains neceffarily ufed to amafs fuch an un- 
exampled number of original and authentic tunes ; many 
of which are the prodndlion of the moft eminent cha- 
radiers of the muftcal world, and difjplay the fublimeft 
efforts of genius. Readers of this defcription will, 

likewife. 
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i, have tlie candoar to make every proper allowi. 
for whatever defe6b may be difcovered m the mtt^ 
fical part of the work. The difficulties to be fiurmoiittt* 
•d in the comf>ilation were great: many of the old 
melodies (efpecially thofe of the ancient ballads) tac, 
it is to be feared, irrecoverably loft ; and, of later conn* 
pofitioBs, fome have never been fent to the prefs, and 
ethers, which have> are not now to be obtained bat by 
mere accideat. This excufe is, however, fomewkst' 
mote extepfive than the nature and drcumftances of tht 
cafe feem to demand; as, it is believed, much fewer aiMl 
lefs oonfiderable omiiTions will occur than could reaibn* 
ably have been expected. There are not many preceding 
pttblications which have made this their objo^; and s 
competition from thefe is not at all dreaded. 

To fuch fair readers as may complain of the want of 
a bafs part for their harpiichords, the editor will beg 
permiinon to fay, that, had it been pradicable, however 
inconfiilent with the defign of the work, £> eameft 
was his defire to render it of the utmofl fervice to them, 
ke would have thought no trouble too great in piocor- 
ing their gratification in tiiis particular. But they will 
be pleafcd to remember, that moft of the old melodiea 
are without any accompaniment ; that to others the baft 
has been added by different and inferior compofers (a 
Eberty which may flill be taken for the accommodation 
of thofe who require it) ; and that the fole obje£l of this 
compilation was the voice and fong, to which the baia 
would have been of no fervice. For a fimilar Tcafon^ 
Ho regard has been paid to any fyxnphony or harmony, 
or to the compafs of any particular inibiiment. 

It may not be impertinent to take notice, that feveral 
of the moil eminent mufical compofers have frequently 
indolged theirfelves in great and unwarrantable liber- 
ties with the poetT)' they have fet : among thefe, none has 
ofiended more than the late dr. Ame, whofe own pro- 
feifional excellence might have better taueht him the re- 
fped doe to that of another, and mr. Jackfon of Exeter, 
who ha6 even gone fo far as to prefix to one of his pub* 
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fications a formal defbnce of the freedomf he has exer-r 
ci&d upon the unfortunate bards who have fallen into 
his clutches : it is well known » however, that this in^ 
genious gentleman has increafed neither his moral nor 
bis fcientific charadler by fuch reprehensible and illiberal 
practices. Whereever a reftoration of the original words 
could be effected without injuring, or creating any ma* 
terial variation in the mufic, they have been, uniformly^ 
replaced; but, as this could not be always done, the 
reader will not be furprifed at, fometimes, finding a few 
words jin the mufical, different from thofe in the poetical 
part of the colledtion. On all occafions, however, where 
the alterations were violent and injudicious, the tune 
was totally omitted ; and this, perhaps, would have been 
the method obferved with all thofe mufical compolitions 
in which the authors vanity has led him to attempt im* 
provements upon the moft finifhed performances of real , 
poets, had not the fuperior excellence of the melody 
pleaded too forcibly for their retention. 

The types here made ufe of prefented the only mode 
of printing the mufic which could be adopted. The 
reader may be furprifed to learn that, in this great 
kingdom, where all arts and fciences are fuppofed to 
flourifh in their higheftperfedlion, there is not, perhaps, 
above one printer poileiTed of a fufHcient quantity of 
thefe ufeful characters, and that of no other iize. I'hev 
who are acquainted with the degree of elegance to which 
this and every other branch of the typographical art are 
arrived upon the continent, or have even looked into 
that moil beautiful fpecimen of it, the Ant ho loo is 
Fran9ois£, will have fufiicient reafon to condemn that 
purblind and felfifh policy which can reflrain and pre- 
vent all emulation in fcience in favour of a private 
monopoly. 

Impelled by no lucrative or unworthy motives, the 
publilher of the prefent volumes has been folely careful 
to do juMce to the work ; apurpofe, to effect which 
neither labour nor expence has been fpared. And he is 
vain enough to flatter hisfclf that the public will have 

now 
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now in their pofleffion, what has been fo lone wanted, fo 
much defired, fo frequently attempted, and hitherto, he 
thinks,, to imperfealy executed, a national repo- 
siTORY OF MBLODY AND 80N0. The intrinfic value 
of the work, in both refpeds, will be left to pronounce 
its owneulogium. The editor is, indeed, anfwerable for 
what may be deemed injudiciously preferved, or unjuilly 
difcarded. But, whatever may be the defe^ of any of 
the poetical or mufical compofitions he ha;* inferted, he 
can fafely aver that not a iingle performance of either 
kind was wilfully rejected without the moil deliberate 
confideration. And, though he is confcious of havine 
exerted his utmoft endeavours to recover every fong and 
melody of merit, he will not be forward to affirm that 
thofe endeavours have, in every inftance, been crowned 
with fuccefs. Some few compofitions there may un- 
doubtedly be (for it is fcarcely poffible there (hould be 
many) which have eluded his refearches, and with which 
he mufl be contented to refer his acquaintance to time, 
accident, more extenfive enquiry, or liberal communi- 
cation. The coUedion, as it is, will, it is hoped, be 
found infinitely fuperior, in everv refpcd, to aiw pub- 
lication of the like nature which has been yet offered to 
the public, to whofe JulHce and candour it is refiened 
with pleafure ; in a- nill confidence, that they will not 
think either that it is unworthy of their acceptance^ or 
that too much has been here urged in its praife. 
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§ I. Q* O N G, ill its liioft general acceptation, is ck* 
1^ fined to be the expreflioti of a feiltimerit, fehfa- 
tion or image, the defcription of an adion, or the nar- 
rative of an event, by words differently meafurcd, and 
attached to certain founds, which we call melody or 
•tttrtc(i). 

All writers agree that Song is the moft ancient fpecles 
of poetry. Its origin is even thought to be coeval with 
mankind (2): to fing and dance feeming almoft as natural 
to men as the ufe of fpcech and walkirtgi Hence we 
find the daiice arid the forlg wherccVer we find fo- 
cicty ; in the leaft polifhcd, or mofl: favage nations (3). It 
IS aifumed as a faft by a Very learned and ingenioua 
writer of our oWii country, that the manners of a ruds 

(1) The inhabitants of mofl countridc have different claflcs or or- 
ders of Songs, to which they generally adapt particular names. With 
lis, fongsof fentimcnt, exprelfion, or even defcription, are properly 
termed songs, in contradifltn^lion to mere narrative compofitions, 
which we now denominate ballads. A fimilar ide«r is adoptr-d by 
the Spaniards : and, in France, every divifion a'.moft of which the 
fubje<ft is capable has an appellation peculiar to it. 

(2] Burneys HiAory of Mufic, I. 311. 

(3} Mi M. de Qgierlon, Memoire fur U Chanfuni ( Antho. Fran.) 
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and uncultivated people, mud in all ages have beeff 
the fame (4). We are, therefor, to look for the iun- 
plicity of the remoteil periods among the favagr 
tribes of America, at preient; or at lead before they 
were civilifed— perhaps cornq>ted— by their commerce 
with Europeans. We find that thefe nations havethric 
war-fong, their death-fong(5), (ongs for the chace, 

(4) Brown, Hifiorjrof Poetry and Mofic. p^Jhu 

(5) It is a cuftom with tbe Ancrican favafet to put todiaA the 
]^ifoncrt they take in war by the tnoft lingering and esquiBte tar* 
mcnts. Thefe it it the height of heroifm for the TiAim to bear wttl% 
apparent infenfibility. During a feriet of catmciating torturea, of 
which a Eoropean can icaicely form the idea, he fines aloud a fongy 
vhcnnn he flrivet to aggravate the wrath of hit enemies, by recount- 
ing the injuries and difgraces they have fufleitd from him and bit 
nation { derides their tortures, as only adapted to the frame and refo« 
iution of children 1 and txprefles his joy in paffing with fo much ho* 
nour to the land of fpirita* Of one of thefe (bngs the following Ilaa« 
sas, which are handed about in manufcript» and have not, it ia be^ 
lieved, already appeared in print, are fidd to be a tranflatioa. This 
may, perhaps, turn out not to be the cafe | but, ^hstever becomoo 
of the authenticity of the compofitioo, k cannot well be denied that 
the writer has treated the real fubjttft in a manner equally fetiil^ and 
hMtiiul. I— .^ 

THK nVATH-SONG OF A CHIEOKBB IlfDiAM* 

The fun fets in night, and the ftars Bmn thedaf^ 
But glory remains when their lights £idc away i 
Begin, ye tormentoia, your threat^ arc in vain^ 
For the fen of Alknomook will never complain* 

Remember the arrows he (hot from his bow | 
Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid lowt 
Why fo flow ?— 00 vou think I will iirink from the pan 1^ 
No X— the fon of Alknomook will never complain. 

Remember the wood where in tmbdh we lay^ * 

And the fcalps which we bote from youf aation %wtfd 
Mow the flame rifea fail/— yowexok in my pain} 
But the fen of Alknomook can new conplaiji. 

I |o to the land where my father is mnei 
His fthoft fhall rejoice in the fame of hit feo* 
Ueath comes like a friend, he relieves me from paiir<^ 
Ai^ Uv fen* n AlkaoiBflolrrbat tcouhi Uf complain. 
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to their mi&rtSks, and, above all, thofe in which they 
extol the gallant adiotis of theit- ancient heroes^ When 
the i^and of Hifpaniola was firil difcovered by the Spa- 
liiards, the employment of the natives, as we learn 
from an almoft ^ntemporary writer, confifted chiefly in- 
acquiring a knowlege of their origin and hiftory, and 
particularly of the noble a^s of their anceftors ooth in 
peace and war. " Thefe two thynget,** fays he, " they 
' * haue of olde tyme compofed in certayne my ters and bal- 
" lettes in theyr language. Thefe rymes or oallettes they 
" callAnitos. And as our mynftrelles areaccuftomed to fyng 
•'to the Harpe or Lute, fo do they in lyke maner fyng 
'' thefe fonges, and daunce to the fame, playing on Tim- 
•' brels made of Aiels of certaine fiihes. ••••They haue alfo 
** fonges and ballettes of loue, and other iDf lamentations 
** and mournyng, fome alfo to encourage them to the 
** warres, with euery of them theyr tunes agreeable to the 
y matter (6).'' Here we fee the padice of mankind in the 
infancy of creation. How cunous, how pleafmg would 
it be to be made acquainted with the genuine eiFufioni 
of the human mind in this ftate of nature and fimplicity 1 
And how fortunate is it, that Montaigne has preferred an 
original Caribbean fong, which he does not heiitate to 
decwe worthy of Anacreon ! The reader will not be dif*- 
pleafed. to fee it. 

*• O Snake, ftay; ftay, O fnake, that my filler may 

* draw, from the Pattern of thy painted (kin, the fafhion 

'* and work of a rich ribbon ; which I mean to prefent to 

" my mifh-efs : fo may thy beauty and thy difpofition be 

•' preferred to all other ferpents. O fnake, flay, &c." (7) 

(6) Peter Martyr, Hiftory of Travaile in the E. and W. Indies, &c. 
BjrR.Edtn, 1577* 4to. b. 1. Decade 3. fo, 139, b. The practice 
of the native Americaot is much the dime. ^ See Lafitau, Mceurs des 
%ittvaget, torn. ii. Brown, c. a. The Peruvians were a poHihed peo- 
|pe, and with tHeih mel«dy and fimg were in great perfeftion. Gar* 
cilaiTa de Ja Vega, in hit Royal Commentariet of Peru, infbnnt os/ 
that their fibulous and other fongs were innumerable) and profeiTei to 
have compiled great part of hishiftory froth the old aadona^ ballada. 

t7) Silayiy B. u C, jo, M.de Queflth, 

- .. b 2 ^ 



iT A HISTORICAL ESSAY 

It is, perhaps, as M. de Querlon ingeniously ob^ 
ferves, the firft time that the idea of a ferpent gave rife 
to a piece of gallantry. 

In the earliefl ages of mankind, the chief employment 
of all ranks was the care of their flocks and herds ; hence the 
firft fongs were, doubtlefs, on the moft natural of fubjedbr 
Love, Beauty , Innocence, the furrounding images, and the 
charms of a pafloral life. And, indeed, as an ingenious 
writer (8) has jufllv remarked, the ideas of fweetnefs, ten- 
demef»,andfin»plKity,are fo flrongly annexed to the paf- 
toral fong, that, in all countries, whether they have had 
fhepherds or not, fongs, in imitation of what theirs were 
at lead ftippofedto be, have always been moil niimevous, 
popular,- and pleafliig. In procefs of time, when fu- 
perdition and gratitude had created gods and heroes, 
their praifes became a fevourite topic. Wine too, we 
may be fare, as {oon as it was known, would, while it 
infpired'the fong, have its ihare in the praifes of the poet. 

The moil anaent nations of the world, the Egyptians, 
the ricbrews, the Arabians, the Aflyrians, the Perfians, 
the Afiatic Indians, are all known to have had the ufe d 
fong (9). The firft of thefe, as we have it on the tefti- 
itionyof Herodotus ( lo), had, in his time, a mournful or 
elegiac fong, called, from its fubjedt, Maneros, which 
they had retained from the moil remote antiquity. Lyri<; 
or fmeing poetry has been, likewife, cultivated among 
the Chinele, time immemorial (11). 

Song, in Greece, is fuppofed to have preceded theuft 
of letters.. It was, in the carlieft ages, the only method 
they had to tranfmit firom father to foi> what it was tht 
national intercft not to forget (12). The fongs of the moft 
ancien*t Gveek Lynfls were, perhaps, the principal, if^ 
not theonly... fources of information to their oldeft. hifto- 

(8) M. de h Nauxe. Ste 4>ek>w. (9) M. dt Qiterlbn% 

(10) Euterpe. (ri) M. dcQoerloa. 

( r 1) M. de U Nauge, MemQire ttx let C^wUbm de l*aacienne Gr&e. 
(HM, de TAoad. ik. 310.). 
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Tians (i 3). But the origin and ufe of fongwere, doubtlefs, 
the fame in Greece as they have been every where clfe. 

The Arcadian fhepherds, fo famous amon^ the anci- 
ents, were the firft fongfters of Greece. This country, 
fertile in fidion, gave birth to the Mufes in The/Taly, 
from the amours of Jupiter, in the difguife of a fhepherd, 
and Mnemofyne. At hrft there were no more than three : 
they were afterwards multiplied to nine. Each had her 
department, and Polyhymnia preiided over fong ( 14) . 

Linus is fuppofed to have been the firft lyric poet 
of any confequence in Greece. He was the mailer of 
Orpheus, Thamvris, and Hercules. I'he laft was exf^ 
tremely dull and obftinate, and his mafter being once 
provoked to (Irike him, tht hero inftantly feifed the 
muficians lyre, and beat his brains out with his own 
inflrument(ic). 

Plutarch, u-om Heraclides of Pontus, mentions certain 
dirges as compofed by Linus ; and his death gave rife 
to a number of fongs, in honour of his memory, being 
annually bewailed by a folcron cudom. To this cere- 
mony Homer is fuppofed to allude by the following lines 
in his defcription of the ihielid of Achilles; 

To thefe a youth awakes the warblinff ftrings, 

Whoie tender lay the fate of Linus iings j 

In meafurM dance behind him move the train. 

Tune loft the voice, and anlvver to the itrain. PoPE (16). 

Hence the mournful fong or lamentation obtained the 
names of Linos and Aelinos, 

Orpheus is, next to Linus, the moft ancient and vene- 
rable name among the poets and muficians of Greece. He 
was an adventurer in theexpedition of the Argonauts (17), 
and not only excited them to row, by the found of his 
Ivre, but vanquifhed and put to filence jthe Sirens by the 
<(uperiority of his ftra«is.(i^), 

{\fi Burnfty, i. 357.. ^14) M. de Qiierlovu 

(iS)3urivy, Ij, 31^. (16) Idem, I. 319, 32©. 

(17) Ne*in3oo years ^fore Chrift. (18) Burncy, 1, ^zm, 
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' The Sirens were fupemamrals, of an inferior order, half 
women and half birds. I'hey inhabited the coaft of Sicily, 
and made it their bufinefs, by alluring fbngs, to draw 
ienorant or unwary navigators toward the ftore, where 
their veflels bulged upon iharp rocks, and were fwallowed 
up by violent whirlpools. At the iniligation of the god-, 
defs Juno, they challenged the Mufes to a trial of &ill| 
and, being vanqui(hed, their antagonilis plucked the 
golden feathers from their wings, and made them into 
crowns for their own heads (19), Ulyfles, in the Odyflcy, 
relates his adventure with them, and gives the fong they 
ufed to feduce him. 

All know how the fongs of Orpheus mollified the iron 
heart of Pluto, when he ventured into the infernal domi<. 
nions to regain his wife. This poet abilained from ani* 
mal food, in order, as it has been fuppofed, to induce the 
.barbarous Thracians, whom he attempted to civilife, to ' 
aboliHi the diabolical pradice of eating human fieih (2o)» 
His endeavours to reform thefe monfters do not, how- 
ever, appear to have been attended with much fuccefs; 
as neither his philofophy nor his poetry was able to pro- 
le^ him from the favage fury of theThracian Bacchants^ 

What could the Mufc herfelf that Orpheus bore. 
The Mufe herielf for her inchanting Ion, 
Whom univerial Nature did lament, 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His goary vifaee down the (b%am was Tent, 
Down the fwitt Hebi-us to the Lelbian fhore (»i)? 

S^he moft ancient Greek fongs, now known, are faid tti 
be of maeic and incantation ; and of thefe fome have 
been afcribed to Orpheus. 

Muilc and fong made a principal part of every feftive 
entertainment amoujg^ the ancient Greeks. I'he cuflom 
of finging at table is frequently alluded to by Honier^ 

(19) Burney, I. 307. Thefe Udiei feldom ufed their vi£loriei with 
mocb lenity : Thamyris having had the arrogance to contend wit^ 
tbem, they puniihed his temerity with the lofs of his fight. I. 313^ 

fgio]Idctn. (si)LycidM. 

1 who 



ON NATIONAL SONG. v» 



i 



«irho is even thought to have written not only the Iliad 
!imd Odyfley, but a number of other poems, to be 
fung at feails, by hisfelf or others, to the found of the 
lyre. Nor is it the lead derogation to the father of 
poetry to be found in this charader. The bards or 
chanters of ancient Greece were Q-eated with the 
hieheft refped, and even regarded as performs divinely 
inipired (22). Neither does this diflindtton appeal* to 
have arifen more from theSr extraordinary talents , 
than from their exemplary virtues* Agamemnon 
leaves one of them as the propereft guardian of 
monitor of his wife Clytemneftra; tnat (he, by continu- 
ally hearing f«ng the praifcs of women, eminent for their 
chaftity and goodnefs, might continue virtuous through 
emulation. Nor could i^E^flhus corrupt her till he had 
•difpatched the mufician in a defert ifland (23), 

The poetical part of the fong, the melody, and the dance* 
^re frequently reprefented, in ancient authors, as one and 
the fame thing, and were certainly called by one-and the 
fame name.. We find the youths in Homer dancing to the 
fong. In the warlike dance, one youth ftrikes the lyre, 
others ling the fong, the reft dance. The dance was in 
imitation of the things expreifed in the words of the fong. 
A ceremony which Xenophon in his Expedition t re* 
lates to have been pradifed at the feaft of Seuthes the 
Thradan (24) . 

' Songs for the table, however, were by much the 
moft numerous. Originally it fhould feem that, af- 
ter the repaft, all the guefts fung, either together, or 
in their turns, ^^e cuftom was, in the latter cafe, for 
the finger to hold in his hand a bfanch of myrtle, which 
was paued from one to another, according to the rank or 
ilation they occupied at table (25). 

Afterwards, when the lyre was introduced, and fmg* 
iing required more than ordinary talents, that inftrument, 

(11] Burney, !• 357. (23) Athcncus, p. 14. 

' (24) Athenaeut, p. 2$. whete t« a curious account of a warlike dance. 
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with, perhaps, the myrtle, was fent to thofe only who 
were of diftinguilhed merit, or known to pofTcfs the re- 
quifite abilities, wherecver they might happen to be plac- 
ed (26). Hence it was that, from the irregular fituation 
of the pprforn>ers, the fongs obtained the name of Scolia^ 
or unequal, a term afterwards applied to fongs in gene-i 
ral. This praftice is faid to have been invented by Ter- 
pand'^r, who flourished in the twenty-fifth Olympiad, /. ^, 
about 680 years before Chrift. Perhaps the tiipe of that 
poet was on^v the sera of its commencement. 

Athcnaiui) tells us, that the Scolia were originally fung 
after the comipon fongs by ordinary perfons were over; 
for then, fays he, \x. was the cullom for each wife man to 
produce fome elegant foqg; and it was admired as elcr 
eant, if it contained fome precept or fcntin>ent ufeful 
m life (27). 

Thefe Scolia were on all fubje6ls ; bqt chiefly on thofe 
of love and wine. That ** Love infpires n^ufic an4 
'* poetry,** w^is a celebrated fentiment among the Greeks, 
and mafecs the fubjed of a queftion in Plutarch (28), The 
learned Frenchman, who has treated this difficult fub- 
jed with a degree of comprehenfjon and perfpicuity no^ 
cafily paralleled in fimilar difquifitions (29), has arranged 
them under the following heads; i. Moral, 2. Mytholo- 
gical and hiHiorical, 3. Common and ordinary fubjcds. Of 
till which, fufficient fpecimens, cither entire or in frag- 
ments, are prefervcd by Athcnasus and other aijcient 
writers. 

The fnoll famops and plcafing writers of Scolia on 
lf>ve, wjne, and good chear, are Alexius and Anacrcon. 
** Sing m3," fays acharadcr in Ariflophancscs comedy 
pf the Banqueters y ** Sing me," fays he, ** one of the 

(26) It has been thought by Tome that when a cucft declined to re- 
ceive the lyre, from a want of flc ill, they immediately fent him a myr> 
tie branch, to \yhich he was, in that cafe, oMigcJ to fing. Hence, \i 
is (;iid, to bid a man ** fing to the myrtle,** bi'c.mc a rommo i pro- 
\crbi:<l expreflion j imnlyinij that he wanted learning or tlocjucncc to 
riingle in the c.onycrbtion of men of !< ttPif? and genius. Erafmi 
Adagia, 947, Sec alfo Potters Antiquities of Greece, \\. 403. 

(27} 1. 15. p. 693. (28^ M. de la Nauze. (29) Mem. 

•* Scolia, 
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^' Seolia of Alcaeas or Anacrcon." The former, in one of 
his fongs, recommends, in general,— to drink in all feafons 
of the year, and in all fituations of life (30). The lyric 
rhapfodies of Anacreon are well known ; they are pure 
Scotia^ and every thing we can imagine the moft perfed 
and elegant fongs on thofe fubjedls fhould be. But, how« 
ever excellent or admirable the compoiitions of this great 
poet are, we ought not to fuppofe that he was without a 
rival . The following fong, preferved by A themeus (31), 
ii altogether in his beft fpirit. 

(^aff with me the purple wiile, 
And in youthful pleaUires join ; 
With me love the blooming fair. 
Crown with me thy flowing hair j 
When fwcet madnefs fires my foul, 
Thou (halt rave without controul j 
When I 'm Ibbery fiikk with me 
Into dull fobriety. 

^Praxilla, a learned Sicyonian lady, compofeda great ■ 
number of hiilorical Seolia, of which, though ihe was 
' much admired on this account, fcarce any now remain. 

Among the Scoiiaoii\i\s defcription, few are fo frequently 
mentioned, or fo much applauded by ancient writers, as 
thofe in praife of Harmodius and Ariflogiton, whofe flory is 
ihortly this. Hipparchus, one of the fons and fucceflbrsof 
Pififtratus, who had ufurped the regal power in Athens, hav- 
in^ publicly infulted the fifter of Harmodius, he, in con- 
jundlionwith his friend Ariftogiton, flew the tyfant at the 
Panath^nasan games : an event which was the fignal to the 
Athenians to recover their liberty (32). Thefe fongs ap- 
pear to have been numerous. . One of them, beginning, 
*f I'here was never an Athenian," is mentioned by Arifto- 
phanes, in his comedy of the IVafps^ where it is propofcd 
to be fung at table by the old mans fon. But the mofl ce- 
lebrated is, undoubtedly, that preferved by Athenaeus, of 
\yhich the following is a tranflation. The author is fup- 
ppfed to be one CalliHratus, whom the prefent bilhopof 

(30) M. de laNatize. (31) 1. 15. (32) Burney, I. 469. 

liondon 
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JUondon has pronounced an ingenious poet and exceUen| 

4;kizcm(33). 

In mjrrtjc leaves 111 wear my fword. 
As did Harmodius and his friend Co tnie^ 
What lime the tyrant king they flew. 
And freedom to her feat reftor'd. 

Ti^u, lov*d Harmodius, art not deylf 
Thoa to the Happy IHos art fled j 
Where Pelcus' fon, as poets teli. 
And mat^hlsfs Dioraedes dwell. 
With myrtle leaves my A^^ord array, 
ttke dear Harmodius and his friend To tnsey 
What time the tyrant Icing they flew, ' 
Upon Minnas feflal day. 

Blefs'd youths I with endlefs glory crown'd* . 
Tbe world your pratfes (hall refisund, 
Becaufe the tyrant king ye flew, 
And Athens freedom gained by you (34). 

Thefong of Eriphanis, addieflSsd to her lover Menalcas, 
ifalled iVi0i»itfff ;-i^f Calyce, wbofe flonr refembles that of 
Sappho;*— and of Harpalyce, were famous love fongs 
among the Greeks, but are now lofl (35). 

The moral and mifcellaneous Scolia, according to dr, 
Bumey, arc wonderfully fimple and infipid. He gives a 
literal verfion of one, which does not, it mud be confefled^ 
appear to have any extraordinary merit. It is this : (but 
the latter pa^t, which is lefs intelUeible, and, indeed, ap^ 
pears to labour under fome conii^rable miftake, is not 
%anflated by ir. Burney :) 

** Son of Telamon, warlike Ajax ! they fay you are the 
•• )>raveft of the Grecians who came to Troy, next to A-- 

f jO Defacna Toefi, The learned prelate fpiritedly adds, that fiich t 
Ibng in the mouths of the people of Rome after the death of Caefiu', 
would have betn of more fervice than all Ciceros Philippics. *' P'hn 
^ mthercuU'valuiJpstj* fays he, ** unum* A^fM^n fA%\^i quim Gtertnii 
•> Pkinj>pie4t ommtfr 

f 34) A different, and far from inelegant, verfion may be read in dr» 
Burncys hiftory (I. 4i9)* The ingenioua author is, however, (though 
Ibpported by the authority of Cafaubon) cenainly aaiftakcn, in coofi* 
Ifertng the long as two diAtnd fufncBti* 

. teOM.^ekNaum 
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^< Allies. [They fay that Telamon was the firfl and 
^^ the fecond who came to Troy, next to Achilles.]^ 

Another, of which, as the fame ingenious writer 
pleafantly obferves, neither the poetry nor morality ii 
very exalted, runs thus : 

** He who does not betray his friend, has great honoiif 
'* both with gods and men,— in my opinion (36).'* 
. Alcman was one of the firft and moil eminent compofert 
of fongs upon love and gallantryt He is faid to haw 
baniOied hexameters, and adopted a flioif meafure for hia 
verfes, which* from being fang to the l^re, afterwards ob^ 
tained the name of lyrics* He fun^ his airs to the foondk 
of the flute. A few fragments of his numerous and cele« 
brated compofitions are imagined to be fliU>xtant(37)« 
. Simonides, a famous bard, who flouriihed about the 
year 500 before Chrift, compofed fongs of vidlbry and 
g-iumph for the conquerors at public games. His poetry 
was fo tender and plaintive, that he was called MiliarUtp 
fweet as honey ; and the tearful eye ^ his Mlife was pnH 
verbial. A beautiful fragment of this poet is preferved 
by Dionyfius of HalicamaiTus (38). 

We may likewiie rank Pindar in the lift of writers of 
Scolia, not on account of his odes, which, though writt<* 
en for, and fung to the lyre, are undoubtedly no kwgn^ 
but on the authority of A then^Us, who has inferted pieces 
of that defcription under his name.^ 

Sapphos elegance as a poetefs is too well known to 
need mentioning here. The fragment preferved by 
liOnginus, of which mr. Philips has given ib happy 4 

(36) The author of this Sco/mmf ionnatf howevtr, on confukiBg 
AuM^oaeut, appear to have had fttMt Juflica done him* 

*< Alas! alas! Lipfydriam, betnyer of thy friends, what heroes 
** thou haft deftroyed, men brave in battle, and bvcrs of their conntry, 
^ who then ihewed from what anceftorsthey fprung. The man who 
** betrays not his friend, deierves, in my opinion, great glory among 
** men and gods.**— — «Lipfydrium was a place in Attica, of which th« 
Alpmseooidar, (the family or relations of the patriot Mepdcs) look 
poflcffion, and fortified it againft the Pififtratidtf, the uUirping fore* 
leigns of Athens. The former were routed with great ilaaghier. 

(jy) Boraeyy !• 357, 438) Ideaii I. $95. 
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tranflation, as well as her beautiful addrefs to Venus^ is a 
pure Scolium: as is likewife Ariflotlcs hymn to Virtue, a 
contpofition which has been always admired. 

Almoil every profeffion in Greece feems to have had a . 
fong peculiar to it. Thus Athenseus mentions the fongs 
of the flaves grinding in the mill, of the gleaners/ of the 
Murfes, of the labourers going into the fields, of the bath- 
keepers, of the bakers, of perfons tending cattle, 
tfr. (39) We have likewife fome account of thofe of the 
ihepherds, the reapers, and thofe who got in the harveft, 
and trod out the corn, of the water-drawers, of the 
millers, of the weavers, of the carders or dreffers.of wool, 
of children, W^. Wr. (40) Fragments of fome are ftill 
prefcrved (41 ) . The G reeks had likewife fongs adapted 
to particular circumftances or ceremonies, as feitivals, 
courtihip, marriage, funerals, joy, forrow, Wr . (42) 

There were among thefe people, as there are with us, 
blind men, who begged from door to door, finging. 
Athenxus, from Phoenix of Colophon, an iambic poet, 
has prcferved one of their fongs (43), of which the reader 
has here a poetical verfion. It mull bepremifed, that the 
"finger carried a raven on his hand, which he calls Cor one 
(the Greek name for that bird), and for which he afFeded 

to beg. 

Ye wlio to forrows tender talc 

With pity lend an ear, 
A tribute to Corone bring, 

ApolioB favourite care (44). 

(^9) p. 618, 619. (4c) M. dc la Nauze. 

(41 ) The very nature and ufe of thefe fongs would undoubtedly require 
great (impHcrtv. Thales remembered to have heard a female flave of 
Leibol fingint; thegrinden fong as ihe turned thQmill. Ic began thus: 
" Grind mill, grind, for Pittacus king of Great Mirylcne, likcwile 
** Rrindi.*^ This monarch, it is faid, ufing that cxercife on account of 
lus beaith. 

(4») Athe. p. 619. M. de la Nause. (43) 1* S* p. 3 ^9• 

{44) The raven was facred to this god. It was once white, and 
«f a beautiful figure, but, having too ofHciouMy repoitcd the difloyalty 
of his miflrefs Coionis, whom he, in confcqucnce of that informa- 
tioM, hai^ily killed with an arrow, was rewarded by its present hue 
«id appearance. 

Or 
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Or barley- iheaf, or fait, or bread, 

Corone fhall receive. 
Or clothes or wheat — what evcxy one 

May bed afford to give. 

Who now bring fait, ibme future time^ 

Will honey-combs prepare; 
For moft Corones tafte delights 

Such humble, homely fure* 

Ye fervants, open wide the door^ 

But, hark,-— the wealthy lord 
Has heard,— -his daughter brings the fnii^ 

To grace Corones board. 

Ye gods ! let fuitors come from far. 

To win the lovely maid ; 
And may ihje gain a wealthy youth 

With every grace array'd. 

Soon may Ihe give an infant (on 

To blefs her fathers arms, 
And place upon her mothers knee 
' A daughter full of charms^ 

O may fhe live to fee her ion 

With every honour crown'd j 
Her daughter, beautys faireft fiowcr, 

Belov'd by all around : 

While I, wherce'er my footlteps guide 

My darkened eyes along, 
Chear thofe who give, and who vefufe^ 

With-— all I have— a long: 

• lliefe men, it feems, were called Coronift^, and their 
Tongs Coronifmata, There was at Rhodes another fort of 
b^ggcf '> called Cbclidonijta, who carried a fwallow with 
them, and are mentioned, according to Athenxus, by 
Theognis, in his fecond book of the Rhodian iacrifices^ 
where he fays this manner of iinging, which was in the 
o^onth ofBoedromion (nearly anfwering to our September)^ 
was fo called from the cuflom of exclaiming : * * I'he fwallow, 
'^* the fwallow is come,bringingpleafant7eafons, and plea- 
*' fant years, with her white breaft and black back. Why 
^ do yott not prepare cakes of dch £gs, and a e»p of wine 

*' and 
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** andaplateofcheefeandwheatf^^Nor does the fwallow 
•* rejcd the cake of eegs. Muft we go, or fhall we get any 
** thing from you ? You had better give us fomething. If 
** you do not, we will never let you alone. We will carry 
** away either the door or the lintel, or the woman who la 
*• fitting within.'; She is little,— wc fhall eafily carry her 
** away. If you brfc^ us any thing, let it be fomething 
•* great. Open, open Ihc doors to the fwallow :— for Wc 
•* arc not old men, but boys (45)." 

5 2. ''What^nature was to the Greeks, the Greeks were to 
*' the Romans ; as the natives of Greece had no other ex-* 
** ample than nature herfclf to follow, for no nation with 
'* which they had any intercourfe, was learned and po-* 
** liced before them,*' is the judicious obfervation of a 
French author (46). The Romans appear not, however, sa 
the article of fong, to have profited much by the inftruc* 
lions of their accomplifhed teachers. Indeed the hiflory 
of mufical poetry among this great people" is extraordK» 
narilv barren. The inhabitants of Latium, like thofe of 
all other countries^ mud have pofTefrcdfongsof fo^iefortor 
ether; but none of them has had the good fortune to 
come down to us. Ennius refers their moil ancient fonga 
to the Fauftj, by which, as an ingenious French writer^ 
often quoted, acutely obferves, he has well marked their 
jTural origin. 

Horace is the only Latin lyric with whc^e works we are 
acouainted, Moft of his odes are real fongs, which he 
as luppoied to hwc fung either at table with his friends,, 
to his miilrefTes, or in ibcietics where men of pleafure 
nfed to aflemble (47) • 

The foldiers had their war-fbifgs and lampoons, i;i4iicfiL 
they fung in triumphs, and on other public occafions* 
;Oneof the latter, upon Csefar, is noticed by Suetonius. 

In a war with the Sarmatii, Aurelian, afoldieroffor;^ 
nme, whofe bravery afterwards ralfed him to the purple, 
flew, in the fpacc of a few hours, with his own handy 
950 of the enemy* This exploit well deferved a fongj. a 

(45) Athe. U 8. p« i6o« (46) AkU Gt^oya, Baraey, h 490* 
i47)M.4v'Q8frloa». 
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And the following was fungby children in the ftrcets^ 
"We have reaped a thoafand and a thoufand heads; A 
*' thoufand and a thoufand heads thrown to the ground^ 
'* have been the work of a fingle man. A thoufand and z 
" thoufand times long live the warrior who has made tkts^ 
' * overthrow. No one has drunk fo much wine as he ha» 
•• AcdWood(48)." 

Thefottdnefs of the Roman youth for fongs and (tnAig 
was at one time fo exceflive, diat Seneca the rhetorician 
complains thattkey (pent their whole time in effeminats 
attempts to foften dieir voice^ and bring it to the tender 
and fweet tone of a woman (49)* 

§ 3. Notwithftanding thedeftrudkiofi of the Weftemeai* 
pire in Italy , it iv natural to believe^ that the vulgar foi^» 
of the Romans would be ftill preierved in the mouths of 
|he native inhabitants. During a long fucceeding pc* 
riod, f . /. between the fixth and the thirteenth centvry, 
which i^ Lsutterfed in darknefs, barbarifm, and confuflok, 
we have no i&fbrmation upon this or any other fubjed* 
$ongf« however, make their appearance as foon as any 
thing. Dattte the poet, who may be faid to have fisijt 
cultivated and eftabfifhed the Tuscan dialect, and near^ 
down to, if not (at leail in fome places) aflually in 
whofe time the popular tongue appears to have been m 
corrupt and baroarous Latin (50), was a great fong* 
writer. As ke was one day paifing through a ihret 
where a crowd kad affembled about an itinerant (omf» 
ftttf he had the curiofity to liilen> and finding me 
poetry his own, was fo exafpcraied at the rude and ig-» 
norant pronunciation of the performer, that he could wK 
refrain from giving him a fevere beating (51). The Ita- 
lians have fhll a few ballatelh of D antes age, one oF 
them by that great poet hisfelf.. When in purgatory^ 
he has a conference with his friend Cafella, a maficiaa, 
whom he prevails on to fmg him a favourite love-fon^ 
of his own compofition (52). 

(4S} Vopifcvt, as cited by M. de Qjieiion. (49) M. dc (||^(iJm» 
(^) Burney, II. 323. 9«^Ctii ItiUian Library, ai* xr. 
{51) Piirucy, U. 3»i* (p) Id^vh ^. 3^« / 
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» 

Laura, the Immortal Laura» amongfl her various z6^ 
complifhments, is celebrated bv her adorer for the fweet- 
Befs of her voice, which (he displayed in warbling fbngs; 
fome of them, not improbably, written for her by his(elf. 
His fonnets are not, indeed, perfedl fongs, but that they 
were originally fung to certain melodies, is, by a learned 
writer, reprefcnted as an indubitable fad (5 3), 

The party, defcribed by Boccace as amu/infi[ their- 
felves in the neighbourhood of Florence, during thcf 
great plague in 1348, with relating pleafant dories, 
chant, at the beginning and end of each day, a canzonet^ 
accompanied by the lute or fome other inflrument ; to 
both of which fome of them likewife dance. Of thefe 
ibngs many are inferted in the Decameron, and othei^ 
are faid to be Aill extant (54). While this little fbciety 
were thu6 agrecablv employed in the country, larci 
parties within the city thought the bell method of forti-< 
xying theirfelves againfl the difeafe was by drinking and 
fmging from morning to night. 

The Italians dill prefervc a number of fongs upon love 
and pleafure, of great antiquity. Thefe were originally 
defigned to excite and accompany the dance in Carnivu 
lime, and at public feftivals, and thence d-^ nominated 
Canzone a baUo, The celebrated, the magnificent Lorenzo 
de* Medici, the great patron and encourager of poetry^ 
and letters, thePulcis, Politian, GiambuUari, and other 
ia^ rate poets of the fifteenth century, are numbered 
among the compofers, and even fingers of thefe fongs % 
fome of which, it is faid, are not over and above remark- 
able for dcjicacy or morals. Italy, however, though Ae 
refidencc of th« mufes, and nurfcry of the fine arts, docf 
not boaft of the number and excellence or thefe fmaller 
lyrics. J)evoted to the ottava rima, or cieht-line vtrfc, 
which is ftill compofed by even the moft illiterate Impro* 
'Vffatoriy with a rapidity and eafe altogether furprifmg^ 
and is chanted by all ranks to an ancient melody or tune, 
jit is Icfs to be wondered that the Italians have negle^d 

(53.) BurUcy, II. 33^ (54) Hem, II, 3^9^ 

Song. 
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Song. Their operas, which arc mere vehicles to convey 
the laboured efforts of the profcffed mufician, cannot 
be looked upon as any proof to the contrary. 

§ 4. We (hall now take a view of the progrefs of Song 
amongft our Gi^lic neighbours; and here, at leaft, we 
ihall have no reafon to complain of afcarcity of materials. 

The ancient language of France was Latin, efta- 
blifhed by the long refidence of the Roman armies, and 
corrupted by Tudefque, the jargon of the Franks, 
and other Gothic barbarians, who^ fettled among or 
had commerce with the old inhabitants. This dialedi 
/was called Komanfe rufiique, or ruftic Latin. The natives 
fcem to have poffe^ed a great affection for iinging from the 
earlieft times. Charlemagne was wont to colled and get 
by heart the ancient and barbarous fongs made to perpe- 
tuate the memory of the wars and ads of the kings his 
predeceffors(55). Of thefe the following mayfeem to 
have been one. In the fixth century, Clot^ire II. having 
obtained a capital viftory over the Saxons, his fub- 
jeds expreffed their joy by a rimed fong of two verfes, 
in vulgar Latin, which is ftill preferved (56), The 
French have likewife other fongs in Latin rime of 
a very great age (57). This language appears to have 
been much ufed for the purpofe of fbng-writing folate'as 
the thirteenth century, when, as the ingenious author cited 
in the margin obferves, it was obliged to acknowlege the 
natural right of the vulgar tongue to prefide over pieces 
of amufement and pleafure (58). Not but that the 
French poets had employed their native language upoa 
fome occdions at a much more early period. The Chan- 
/on dt Roland, fo famous as well in the Gallic hiilory, as in 

(55) Barbara et antiqu'tjjima carmina, quihus veterum regum affus et 
htlla canebantur Jcripjity memoriaque mandavit* Eginhar. c. 29. 

(56) Nouveau I^ecueil des Hiftoires de laFrance, t. 3. 505. M. 
TEveque de la Ravailliere, Revolutions de la laogue Fran. p. 81. 
L^aocienoete des Chanfona, p. 195. 

(57) M. i*£veque de la BLavailliere, L^ancicnncte, &c.p. 1^5. 
(5S) M.rEveyicdeURamlliere. 
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our own (59), is fuppofed, and with the greatcft 
probability^ to have been in French rime. This 
celebrated compofition, whatever it was, contintted 
to be known fo late as the fourteenth century, but 
\s imagined to be, at prefent, entirely loft. The inge- 
nious dr. Burney has, indeed, printed certain ftanjcai 
under this title, as collefled and adjufted from varioii 
fragments by the Marquis de Paulmy, which he has 
accompanied with an excellent tranflation, and mufical 
notes ; but this is evidently a modern performance, and 
contains a great deal too much pleafantry for the age it 
would be referred to (60) . 

St. Bernard, in his youth, is faid to havecompofed 
buffoon and other fongs to popular airs for the amufement 
of the vulgar: but even thefe are fuppofed to have been 
in Latin. 

Abelard, fo famous for his love, his abilities, and his 
misfortunes, was an accomplifhed poet and popular foi^* 
writer; it was principally by his talent forfong that he 
obtained the affeftions of Heloife. " Two things,*' fays 
fhe, " gained you the hearts of all, a happy eafe in writing 
'* the fined verfes in the world, and an incomparable 
*' grace in finging them. Ah, what charms had thoie 
" tender fongs which love didlated to you ! what fweet- 
" nefs in the words, and in the airs ! They were fought 
'* after by all the world ; their beauties were felt by the 
'* duUeil; there was not a woman unenchanted with 
•' them ; how many rivals have they procured me (61) I" 

(59) TaiUefer, a bero who attended the Conqueror, having obtain* 
cd leave to make the onfet at the battle of Haftings, advanced before 
the army 6nging aloud the Cbanfon de RolanJ, and, gallantly breaK* 
ing into the Saxon hoft, wai overpowered and flain« 

Taillefer ql mlt bien chantout 

Sor un cheual qi toft alout 

Deuant le due alout chantant 

De Karlemaigne 8c de Reliant 

£e doliuer Sc def uaiTals 

Qj^morurent en rcnceualt. Roman oi Rov» 

(60) See Burney, II. 276. There are feveral metrical rom»ncei on 
the fubje£k of Charlemagne of confiderable antiquity ftill extant t and 
fome one of t hefe may, poflibly, be the CbanftB de Rtlaid, 

(61) M« de Qiierlen. 

Again; 
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Again ; ** You left many fongs compofed in amourous 
*' metre, or rime, which, for their exceeding fweet- 
'* nefs, both of diftion and air, kept my name in the 
" nlduths of all.. . . . You put your Heloife in the 
*' mouths of all by your repeated fongs; Me ^11 the 
*• ftreets, me everyhouferefounded (62).** 

Whether thefe celebrated compofitions wei-e in Latin 
or French, we are no where certified. We may, there- 
for, conjedure them to have been in both. 

The affedion for fongs in the vulgar tongue began 
firft to fhew itsfelf in the provinces* It was fome time 
before they prevailed in the capital, which continued de- 
voted to Latin much longer than any other part of the 
kingdom. The firft fongs were thofe of Normandy, the 
moft celebrated were thole of Provence (63). 

The moft ancient French fongs were called Lais ; 
from the plaintive, or elegiac nature, it is fuppofed, of 
the compofition. The word being conjedurally derived 
from the Latin Lejfusy which fignifies complaints and 
lamentations. All the old Za/j were not, however, of this 
<caft, nor, indeed, is the etymology itsfelf to be haftily 
admitted, the term being frequently applied to fongs on 
.the moft light and joyous lubjefts. The principal of thefe 
old Lais now extant are thofe which are introduced into 
fome of the ancient romances, where they are chanted by 
heroes or damfels (64). ^ 

About the beginning of the twelfth century, or per- 
haps earlier, one may date the origin of the Gay Science, 
and the eftabliihment of the Singing School of Provencei 
Many reafons are affigned for the preeminence which the 
natives of»this province enjoyed over their neighbours. 
The purity of the air^ the beauty of t)i6 flty, the delight^ 
fulnefs of the country, the natural fire of the men, the 
tender fpritelinef) of the women,andthe neighbourhood of 
. the courts fcattered over the fouth of France, are enume- 

($i) Abditr. Opera. Epif. II. M. TEveque de la Ravailliere. Kfcvolu- 
tSons de la langiie Fran. 206. 

(^3) M. TE. de la Ravailliere. (64) Idea. M« de Querlon. 
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rated amone the caufes which contributed to render thd 
ibneilers ofProvence the admiration of mankind* 

Under the name of La Jtigltrii is comprehendcA 
whatever belongs to the Proven9ai ichool. And of ^tlut 
body three forts of talents (exdufive of the Cm^gmrs, or 
ftory-tellersy with whom we have at prefent nothing to 
do) form the conftituent parts. The TrrnhmUmri, dir 
ChanUres, and the JongUwrs^ The TrvirAw^W/, a 
name fynonimous with TrowvertSy or inventors, ima- 
gined andcompofed theverfes which the CiMtf#nr/ fang; 
except when the Trauvire was likewiie an Zmfr^w/ktiwr, 
in which cafe he frequently condefcended to nngluf own 
compofitions. The JongUurs (65), who were at xnnck 
fuperior to the other orders in number, as they were tiu 
ferior to them in reputation, were the players on certaui 
mufical inflruments, with which they ufually accompa* 
nied the Chantere : not but that the jonglnar hisfelf nt- 
quently united with his own profefHon the peculiar arts oT 
the other two. I'he individuals of each of thefe claAa 
founded their repuution and fortune on their particnlu 
(kill and merit in the fcience they profefled $ and to H^ 
feafls and tournaments given by the ibvereign princct or 
great lords, they flock^ from all part^, everywhere r» 
ceiving the greatefl attention, and the richeft iewards(66)» 
The Troubadours, in point of number, were n vmA 
derable body. We have the lives of a great many, and 
the names of fome hundreds. Among them are enomerat- 
ed two emperors, four kings, one duke, fix earls, and fefend 
other noble and celebrated charaders, who enrolled thrift 
felves members of this illuflrious order. Our Richard L 
is a Troubadour of the higheft eminence. Many of Ut 
compofitions both in the Provencal, and in the Romance^ 
or old French, are ftill preferved. He was bountifal ta 
thefe poets to excefs, and had generally a number of 
them in his court (67). In 

(65) Not {quafi onglkurs] froQA •nfrlit the nailt, of which them 
ii no proof that the Jongleun made any particular ufe } but ( |m ip ci^y 
JangUurs) from the ntamony ot jangltngoi their inftrumeati ia'COflr 
cert. Jangler, F. 

(66) M. TE.de la Ravailliere. M. de Querlon. 

(67) A curioui anecdote of this gallaaiinoAarch and one of his 
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In die Vatican library, in a large manttfcript of Proven- 
^1 poetry, is a fong upon the death of this prince, by An- 
lelm Faiditt, a celebrated Troubadour, to whom Petrarch 
is much indebted for his Triumfo d^amore^ and who had ac- 
-companied him to the holy war, with the original melody 
by that bard, whofe genius was as much admired in 
mufic as in jpoetry. He married a beautiful nun, who 
wandered with him from court to court, fmging her huf* 
l>and8 fongs (68). 

As a ihort and familiar fpecimen of the Proven9al 
;fong, one may produce that written by the emperor 
Fredericjk Barbarofla, about the year i i6o. 

Pla< my caralller Frances, 
X la donna Catallana, 
E Tonrar del Gynoes, 
£ la cour de Kaftellana# 
* X^u kantar Proven^alles^ 
B la dania Trivyzana, 

E lou corps Aragones, 
£ la perla Jullianay 

•aBinfttdi xlidated by Fauch^ty on the aathotity of an oM anonynkMi 
French chronicler. Richard, in hit return from tjbc Holy Land, waa 
laktn priibner by the duke of Auftria, who fold him to the emperor^ 
Jie wa« fo clolely and fecretly .confined .that his fubjeAs^ for more than 
a twelvemonth, were unable to diicover where he was. A minftrdit 
named Blondel de Kefle, who, having been trained up in the EnglUh 
court, had imbibed the ftrongeft aflfK^on for his royal mafter, took 
his abfeoce (b much to heart, that he refolved not to reft till he knew 
what was bcOMnc of hin^. After iome time ipent in travel^ he came 
JMar a caftle»in whidi»he was tol4> a fbange knight had been imprifoned 
•upwards of a year. Tius information caofed the tnifty minftrel to em- 
ploy the perfuafi?e eloquence of his.profeffion to gain admittance into 
4he caftle. One day, fitting oppofite a window of the ftrangers apart* 
menty he bo|^ a Pro?eneal fong, which the king and he had fome* 
iamt htfon compoied together i and, paufing io the midft, the king^ 
who knew it muft be Blondel that fpng, p^an the other half and 
•finiflied it. The mufician having thus obtained the knowlege he 
(Wanted, returned to England, and making the barons acquainted with 
the place of their foverdgns confinement, he was foon after ranibmeds 
and brought home. Tm fong itfelf is fortunately preferved. RecMtii 
4§ VwriffM d* la Umru* & pcefie Franpifi> Paris, i^8i« p. 93, 
Xtf tmr unekreufi, kc, Paris 170^. Percys Keliques, I. xxix. 

(^S}Bttrney|lI,a4i.whtrebothtbcfongandthemaficarepre(erved. 
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Las mans e kara d' Angles 

£ lou donzel de Thulcana. (69) 

The Troubadours feem to have pofreiTcd a great alTeC'y 
tion for agreeable pidlyres gf nature, the relation of 
pleafing dreams, apd other fanciful and amourous alle- 
gories. Chaucers Cuckow and Nightingale, Flowcy 
and Leaf (fb beautifully modemifed by mr. Dryden)j| 
and fome other of his poems, are quite m the Provencal 
mode, and, not improbably, froni Provencal copipofitions. 
^ut it vyas not to the men alone tiiat the cultivation of 
this enchanting art was confined ; ladies of the firft ranj^ 
became profeuors of the Gay Science, and piqued 
themfelves on making verfes, and givine an elegant or 
pointed turn to a fong. They, likewile, held Courts 
of Love, where they determined thofe nice queitions, 
which the Provcn9al gallantry had brought into vogue. 
Their judgements were termed Arrets i^ amour ^ fen- 
tences of love. Of thefe the countcfs of Champagne 
had pronounced feveral, and, amongfl them, one in a 
celebrated parliament compofedof fixty ladies (70). An 
appeal againit a decifion of this fair judge was brought 
before-the Queen of France : '* God forbid," (aid y)xt 
Queen, a? foon as fhe had heard the complaint, *^ (God 
'Worbi^, that I fhould meddle with a decree of the 
i* coun^efs of Champagne !*' 

On the death of Raimond Berenger, the laft count oiF 
Provence, of his family, in 1245, the court was removed 
to Naples, and the Gay Science began to decline. Its 
profeflbrs had likewife the misfortune to incur the dif- 
pleafure of Philip the Auguft, who banifhed them his 
court and eftates. 

In 1320, however, a college or academy of poetry 
W9s founded at Touloufe. The poets recited their com- 
pofitions every Sunday evening, in a garden of the city ; 

(69) That is: I im beft pleaied with the French geDtleman, the 
Catalan girl, the (perhaps ovrar, work) of the Genoefe, the 

court of Caftile, the Provencal long, the dance of Treves, the Ar- 
ragonian fhape, the juliers fpeech, the hands and face of the 
£ngli(h, and the boy of Tufcany. See Duvcrdier, Bibliothequ^. 
J-yons, 1585. p. 423. Rymcr, Short View of Tragedy, p. 75. 

1 70) M, tfe Querlon. 
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and flowers fi£ gold or iilver were given by the ladies to 
thofe who excelled (71). This eftablifliment flouriflied 
a confiderable time. And fome Troubadours and fome 
Jongleurs are faid to have remained fo low as the fif- 
teenth century. 

The Gay Science, under the counts of Provence, af- 
forded an eafy mode for a man to enrich hisfelf, and 
even to acquire honours and employments. It, likewife, 
gave great* privileges ; and, in courts, with the ladies, 
frequently leveled the difparity of rank. At one time 
there was fcarce a great lord or lady who had not fome 
Troubadour in their fuite(72). 

A gentleman, who had only the fourth part of a caftle, 
if, with the requifite talents, he became a Troubadour, 
was foon in a capacity of acquiring the reft. Indeed this 
fort of life was frequently the whole fortune of a younger 
brother* It was an agreeable pilgrimage, or continual 
promenade. He went from houfe to houfe, from caftle 
to caftle, always welcomed, and entertained according to 
his merit (73). 

Many of the Troubadours followed their lords to the 
wars. Where we have inftances of their being knighted, 
and arriving to extraordinary honours and prefer-* 
ments (74). 

They received confiderable prefents of ftuifs, robes, 
horfes, &c. Kings and <jueens would fometimes pull off 
their fineft veftments to give to a Troubadour of extra^^ 
ordinary genius ; who made his appearance in them at 
the next court he came to. The ladies were now and then 
content to crown tkeir favourites with peacocks fea- 
thers ; and, frequently, the price of the beft fong was 
a kifs, which the poet generally claimed from the 
greateft beauty prefen t (75). 

The Troubadour, amourous by profcffion, ufually con- 
cealed the name of his miftrefs with care, and fung 
.her'praifcs under an appellation agreed on between them, 
or which he took care me underftood. The gallantries in- 

(71J M. dc Qucrlon. (72) Wem. (73) Idefq. • 

(74) Idem. (75) M. de Saintc-Palaye. 14* dc Querlon. 
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tended for the wife were, Ukewiie, not anfrqqaently» id« 
drefled to the hn(bsLnd{jO) . Thefe |^entlei9ien did not,hoir« 
tver^ always worfhip terrefhial deities ; Folquet de Land 
profeiTed hisfelf an admirer of the Virgin Mary, and 
celebrated her as his miflrefs in his fongs and poems. 

Amaud Daniel, a diHinguifhed Troubadour, who i^ 
imitated by Petrarch, and praifed by Dante, was eiuu 
mottred of a beautiful Gafcon lady. To gain her eood 

{races, he tells us, he heard a thoufand mn^es a day | 
ut his moil extravagant wiih centered in a kifs of hep 
(weet mouth (77). 

It mufl be confefTcd that the lives of thefe poets 
abound with the marvellous ; and^diifer very little from 
Romance. But then it is to be remembered that this 
was the age of Chivalry. Many of them died of 
love. Geoffrey Rudel, upon the relation of two Pil- 
gl-ims, became defperately enamoured of a countefs of 
Tripoli ; he flew to fee her, and, with an excefs of fond-, 
nefs, expired in her arms. One of the fongs he compofed 
* in his paflage is Hill extant (78). The princefs was fo 
affeded with the circumfta nee that, after having ordered 
him to be fumptuously interred, and his fonnets to tie 
£nely copied and illuminated, fhe buried herfelf in a 
nunnery. 

Guillaume de Cabeflan, the defcendant of an an* 
dent family, of which gentility was the fole inheri- 
tance, was page to Raimond, lord of the caftle of Ronf« 
iillon, who afterwards made him gentleman uiner to 
his wife Marguerita. This lady became enamoured of 
Cabeftan ; but her vanity, greater than her love, in-; 
duced her to fhew his poetical addreffes to her hufband, 
Raimond, mad with jealoufv, drew Cabeflan to a dif« 
tance from the caftle, ftabbed him> tore out h^s heart, and 
cut oflF his head : he got the heart dreffed, and having 
perfuaded his lady to eat it,produced the head, to acquaint 
her with what fhe had done. As foon as fhe revived from 
the fwoon into which the difcovery threw her, fhe up-* 

(7^) M, 4e Qt^erl(\o. (77) Idem^ (78) Rymer, p. 7|, 

braided 
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braided Raimond for his barbarity, and declared that 
what fhe had eaten was fo delicious that fhe tyas deter- 
mined never to lofe the tafte of it by any other food : 
(he imntediately flew to a balcony, and, precipitating 
Iierfelf to the ground, was killed on the fpot^ Th« 
cruelty of Raimond appeared fo horrible in the eyes of 
that age, that Alphon/o king of Arragon was induced 
to throw him into prifon and raze his caille. He like- 
wife caufed the two lovers to be interred together nea^ 
the church of Perpignan, and the ftory of their loves, 
which has been pronounced worthy of the pencil of 
Ovid (79), to be fengravcn on the tomb. The hiftory 
of Cabeftan is related, with fome variation, in the De» 
Cameron. (Gior. 4. No. 9.) 

One of thcfe I'roubadours, Pierre de Chiteauneuf, 
was feized by robbers, who, after they had ftripped him, 
were about to take his life : he befought them, for God^ 
fake, to he^r firlt one of his fongs ; and the villains were 
to charmed with it, that they reftored him all they had- 
taken (80). 

Many remains of the poetry of the Proven9al bards are 
ftill preferved in manufcript ; of thefe the late Mr. 
Crofts, whofe memory will be ever dear to thofe who en-f 
joyed the honour andhappinefs of his acquaintance, and 
in whom literature loft one of Its beil friends, and hu» 
manity one of its greateft ornaments^ had a confiderable 
volume. 

It has been advanced *' that the Troubadours, by 
f* iinging and writing a new tongue, occafioned a revo- 
V* lution not only in literature but in the human mind | 
*• and [that] as almoft every fpecies of Italian poetry i« 
*' derived from the Proven9als, fb Air, the moft cap- 
•* tivating part of fecular vocal melody, feems to have 
f* had the fame origin. At leaft [that] the moft an- 
** cient ftrains that have been fpared by time, are fuch 
.f* as were fet to the fongs of the Troubadours (81)." 

The hiftory of thefe people is- fo exceedingly curious* 
ligreeable and interelting that it has totally eclipfed that 

(79) 14, de Querloiu (80) Idem* (8x) Buraey, II. xyy 

of 
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of the Fr«ich Minflrels, who, doubtlefs» as a body^ ex^ 
sfted fome time before, and continued long afto* the 
IVoubadours ; but are by no means to be conildered as 
fuch an extraordinary or refpedable fet of men. They 
pofTefTed, however, in a certain degree, the fame tadents 
of pleafmg ; they fung, either their own compofitions, or 
the compofitions of others, to the harp, the vielle, vic^, 
cymbal, and other inilruments, danced to the taboar» 
played tricks of legerdemain and buffbonry, and, in 
ihort, accommodated theirfclves to every mode of infpi* 
ring feflivity and mirth : fo that they were every where 
welcome, and every where rewardea. The courts of 
France abounded with them : and, during the reien of 
our Norman princes, they feem to have been no lels nu- 
merous in England. Many of our old monkifh hxSto- 
rians complain of the (hoals of Minflrels which a coro*^ 
nation or royal feftival allured to the Englifli court. 

But though it is certain that the French had (bugs be* 
fore the Proven9al poetry was known, it is equally cer- 
tain that their beft writers were afterwards content to 
imitate the Troubadours ; who may, therefor, be ftill 
confidered as the founders of the French Song. 

Of thofe who compofed fongs in the Frenoi tongue^ 
and, as we need not repeat, in the Proven9al mode, the 
moft celebrated, and probably the firft, at leaft of any 
rank or confequence, is the famous Count of Cham- 
pagne, Thibaut, afterwards king of Navarre (82), ge- 
nerally ftiled the father of the French fong. His compo- 
fitions, which are numerous, and pofTefs abundant merit, 
have been printed with accuracy and elegance (83), 
Specimens, with fpirited tranflations, are given by the 
ingenious dr. Burney in the fecond volume of his very 
curious and entertaining hillory. 

The names and performances of feveral illuftrious 
French fong writers cf the age of Thibaut arc ftill pre- 
ferved. We (hall, however, only mention one of them; 
Raoul, chatelain de Coucy, contemporary and intimate 

(8«) Born in 1201; dyed in 1153 °' '*5^ 
(83) In two volumes, i2mo. I'ans, 1742. 
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Vfixii that monarchy and equally celebrated for his poetry 
and his love. He adored the lady of the feieneur of 
Fayel with a chafle Platonic affedion, and had his pailion 
returned in the fame ilile. Having received a mortal 
wound in an engagement with the Saracens at the fiege 
of Rhodes (84), he made his faithful fquire fwear to 
carry his heart to the miflrefs of his aiFe£tions. The 
fquire was furprifed, near the caftle, by the feigneur; 
and the heart of the unfortunate chatelain experienced 
the fame treatment, and produced the fame effed which 
that of the troubadour Cabeftan had done. We have 
this affeding ftory, but doubtlefs from the French, in 
an old poem of Henry the Eighths time, under the title 
of TJbe Knight of Curtejy and the Lady of Fagu'eK Several 
of his Chanfom are ftill extant. They are remarkably 
tender, elegant and pathetic. Dr. Burneyhas inferted 
two of them, with their original melodies (85). 

The works of many of the old French poets or minftrels 
are yet preferved. Fauchet has given a lift of no lefs than 
127, moftly fong writers, who flouriihed before the year 
1 300. 

Song continued to be cultivated in France in every 
reign, and through all the national convuliions. From 
the time of Francis I. who revived the ancient fplen- 
dour of the French court, the number of eminent long- 
flers feems to have encreafed : but it will not be ne- 
ceilary, in this treatife, to take particular notice of 
them. One may, however^ mention that both Francis 
and his grandfon Charles IX. are in the lift. In which 
we are likewife authorifed to rank that amiable, ac- 

(84) So the romance. Fauchet, who has given the ilory from 
an old chronicle, fays, it was at the fiege of Maflbure. Lut fays Join- 
yille, fut tui U comte d'Artoit & Ufrc dc Cvucy quon opelloit Raoui, 
This, however, feems to have been a predeceffor of Raoul the poet, 
as the affair of MafToure, although placed by Fauchet in 1^491 ac- 
tually happened in 1 191. 

(85) The Coucys appear to have been always eminently attached to 
fong : Eogueran, who was in England in the time of K. John, and 
dyed in 1240, djnfoif & (bantoit hicn, Fro^flkrt, t. x. c, X19. (M.TK. 
^e la RavailUere.) 

complifhed. 
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complifhed, and, thence, unfortunate princefs, Mvf 
Queen of Scots. One of her performances is prefenred 
in the Anthologie, and breathes a delicacy and elegance 
peculiar to its illullrious author. The following tnmiU. 
tion of it, in the original meafure, is given, chkftjr, it « 
ipecimen of the French Song, which flights in a pointed 
and epigrammatic turn. It appears to have been w fi t tm 
When Sic left France on the death of her firil hoiband^' 
Francis II. 

Ah I pleafant land of France, favewell i 

My country dear. 

Where many a year 
Of infant youth I lov'd to dwell 1 
Farewell for ever, happy days ! 
The fhip which parts our loves conveyt 
But half of me :— One half behind 
I leave with thee, dear France, to proTf 
A token of our endlefs love, 
And bring the other to thy mind. 

• 

We fhall now clofe our account of the Fj-ench Song. 
The age of Lewis XIV. improved it alone with evcrf 
thing elfe. But it is r<.id to have declined nnce, and to 
l>e at prefent far unequal to what it was. The fj^rited 
and judicious author fo often cited in the mar^;in hM$ 
enumerated and charadlerifed moil of the writers of 
celebrity or merit from the fixteenth century to nearly 
Ms own time. The number of fongs and ballads whick 
the French have is prodigious. 

" If it were poffible," fays this very ingenious and 
elegant writer, " to colled all the hiftorical iongs written 
fmce the commencement of the monarchy^ under each 
reign, wc (hould be furnifhed with the moft cnrioos 
and rich colledlion of anecdotes. In proportion as 
•* the French language has been formed, poliihed and 
** enriched, the more has poetry been cultivated witk 
I*' us, the more has Song (a fpecies fo agreeable to our 
<•* natural gaiety^ and moreover within every perfons ca- 
" pacity, if not always the moft eafy) become familiar 
to us. Thus the reign of Lewis XIV. ihould have 
produced, as it certainly did produce, more foQgfterf 

•* an^ 
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'* and fongs than all the other reigns. One might 
** foiTO a library with, the hiftorical fongs only, of whicK 
*' there are, in the cabinets, colledions more or lefs na- 
•' merotts. With refpeft to gallant and Bacchanalian 
** fongs, printed, engraved or m manufcript, we are lofl 
** in the number of the volumes. 

An exaA and fuccellive hiilory of the lafl reign 
[i.e. that of Lewis XIV.] all in fongs, would neither 
** be an impracticable work, nor perhaps a defpicable at- 
tempt. Since the birth of our princes, which fom« 
chanting mufes always take care to celebrate, few of 
*■* the tranfaaions o£ their life known to the public paf$ 
** without fome couplet which makes an epocha, and 
" thefe couplets are the medals of that clafs of the cu.- 
•^* rious who form colledlions or port folios. 

*' In time of war there is no battle won or loft with- 
oi\t a Faude'ville ; the Frenchman fings his conqucfts^ 
his profperity, his defeats, even his miferies, and his 
•* misfortunes. Conquering or conquered, in plenty 
or in want, happy or unhappy, forrowful or gay, 
he always fings ; and one would fay that the fong is 
his natural expreffion. In £ne, in all iituations ia 
** which we would fpeak of the French, we might al- 
ways afk, as the late king of Sardinia did : Well I boiif 
goe$ the little fong /" 

§ 5. Spain has been long and jullly famous for the 
jnultiplicity and excellence of her fongs and ballads^ 
which the natives call Cancionesy Romances^ and Coplas* 
Their moft ancient lyric compofitions, at prefent known, 
are Las ceplas dela zarabanda, common vulgar fongs,. of 
an amourous, fatyrical or jocofe turn, to light quick 
movements ; originally no doubt ufed for the dance, and 
generally fung at weddings, feafts, and other convivial 
meetings. Thefe, which are conjedured to be as old as 
even tne twelfth century (86), an fvver to t\ic Canxonem 
talk of the Italians : and it is certain thar this was the 
primitive ufe of poetry and mufic in all countries. 

(86) F. Sarimento, Memorias para ]a hiftoria dc la poefia, f 
fottai £l[paa*^les« Madrid, 1775. 4^^* P* ^S^« 
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The Spaniards had anciently their Dectdores or Trobi^ 
doresy their Copier os and their Juglarei^ all fignifying a 
maker, and, perhaps, finger of fongs by profeflion< 
They likewife called the poetical art la gaia ciencia. 
For this laft name, at leail, they fecm to have been 
indebted to the French. Toward the end of the 
ioarteenth century, John I. king of Arragon fent am- 
bafladors to the king of France, requefling him to corn-* 
mand the college of Troubadours at Touloufe to furniOi 
him with certam profeffors, that he might eflablifh in his 
dominions the fludy of the Gay Science : of fuch na-« 
tional importance were in thofe day} coniicTered the culti- 
vation and improvement of poetry and fong ! Two of this 
^ody were accordingly difpatched to Barcelona, where 
they formed a ntfw confmory for their favourite art, 
which remained till the death of Martin the fuccelTor of 
John (87). 

Don Inigo Lopez de Mendoza, Marquis de Santa Jul- 
liana(88), in a curious treatifeon the origin andhiflory 
of the Callilian poetry, written about the year 1440, 
mentions, as an excellent compofer^ and admirable mu- 
fician, of his own time, one Mo/en (Don or Mafter) 
yorge de Sant Jorde, a Valencian, the author of a poem 
intitled la Pajton de Jmor, in which he had in- 
troduced many fongs of merit, fome of which were, 
then, very ancient (89). He defcribes another as 
wi gran trohador^ and a perfon of a highly elevated 

fpirit« 

(57) Idem, §.770. This learned writer would not perhaps have 
allowed the juiHce of the above inference. He contends (§• ^^^^) 
that Lyric poetry, having been introduced into Spain by the Moors, 
traveled through Catalonia into Provence; whence it afterwards fS'* 
turned (as meniioned in the text), by the way of Touloule, to Bar* 
celona, and thence pafi'ed into Andalucia and the Caftilts, w||iei€k 
had fixi\ ki out. 

(58) Vulgarly SantUlana, a brave cavalier, and a famous poet; bofft 
1398; dyed 145S. 

(89) The reverend mr. Warton, in hU Hifioty of Et^ti/b Peetti, 

a work replete with errors and mifinfomitation, gives this poet the 

Dame of MeJ'en yordl, and aflferts him to havt been imitated 1^ 

. Petrarch : without iccoUeiUnK tbt difficulty which the ktter maft 

haMT 
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ipirit. A third, of whom he likewife fpeaks, was 
reported to have died in Galicia for the love of a prin- 
ccis of Portugal (90) : a fpccies of misfortune which fre- 
quently happened to the Troubadours of Provence. 
He even Inferts the beginning of one of the love fongs of 
a certain amourous bard whocompofed nothing elfe (91)9 
and gives the names and charaAers of feve^al other poets 
SLiidDecidores, diftinguiftied, no doubt,in that age, by their 
celebrity and merit. Songs by many of thefe, moft, or all, 
perhaps, ancient. Coplars, are, with great prj>bability,to be 
found among the many thoufands preferved in the Can- 
cionero and Romancero general^ and other colledtions of the 
fame nature, of which there are feveral volumes, fome 
very bulky. 

The old compofers of the Romances and Coplas thought it 
fuiHcient to ufe a certain limited number of feet or fyUa- 
bles, refembling the rytbmus of the Greek and Latin poets. 
When rime or a correfpondent termination of particular 
lines was require'd, it feems to have been 'enough if the 
final words agreed in the fame vowels, the confonants 
being entirely difregarded. A practice which is ftill 
adoptei as good rime by the modem inventors of thefe 
popular performances (92). 

Namberlefs are the ballads which the Spaniards have 
on the ftory of Charlemagne and the twelve peers of 
. France ; of Bernardo del Carpio ; their lad Gothic king 
Rodrigo ; the Cid, and others of their ancient heroes ; 
but particularly on Moorifh fubjeds, and the conflicts 
between thofe people and the Spaniih cavaliers, A beauf- 
tiful fpecimen, excellently tranflated by bifhop Percy, 

have been under to copy from a writer not borii till after hit deceafe* 
The direft reverfe ii the faA s Mofen Jorge was the imitator of Pe« 
trarch. 

(90) Sarmiento, p. 153, 154, 122. 

(91) Sarmiento, p. 155. 

(92) Idem, p. 152. In the Ohras de Don Luis de Gvtgora (Pincom^ 
' fflrabU Don Louis de Gongora, U plus beau genie que VEJpagne aii jamais 

pffffduitj* Bmf* 1659, 4to. are numerous fpedmens of Romance wri- 
: ting^ and indeed of CTcry other fpecies vf Spaoifh poetry. See Gil Bias, 
h 7. c. 13. • 
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J§i infeited in the RfUqnes .•/ mmcumt Emghp 

The earlieft of thefe compofitions is thoix]^ht to be 
las Ceflas di Calainos. l*his romamce relates thcL^dventuze 
of a certain Arab, fo called, an officer of the great Al« 
Jnanzor, who, to gain that prince's danghter, fets oat, 
at her command, to fetch the heads of Rowland, OliFor, 
and Reynold, the three moft famous and valiant of the 
twelve peers of France : he is met, near Paris, by a 
champion, who cats off* his head and pre(ents it to 
Charlemagne (94). Bat even this can fcarcely be older 
than the Tatter part of the fifteenth century ; when the 
conqueft of Granada fumifhed the Spanifh poets with a 
favorable opportunity to exult over the vanqoifhed 
Moors ; and when Pulci and Boiardo had funiliariied the 
fiory of the Paladins. Moil of thefe romances are pre- 
ferved in the colledions already mentioned, and all of 
them are prodigious favourites with the common people, 
who have numbers by heart, which they are perpetually 
chanting (95). 

Sarmiento, a fagacious and intelligent writer, it of 
opinion, that fome few years after the time of the twelve 
peers, of Bernardo del Carpio, the Cid, and others, 
various romances were compofed in their pradfe ; and were 
thoie which the CopUros^ Trobadores^ and Juglares, and, 
in fhort, all the lower clafs of people, fung at their feafts. 
The ^ateil part of thefe, he thinks, not having been 
committed to writing, were in time loft; and inch aj 
were preferved by memory and oral tradition were after- 
wards fo much altered, when people begun to write then^ 

(93) ^' 337* beginning 

Rio vtrde, r'lO vtrdu 
Xlepmtly rendered 

Gentle river, gentle river, 
Thovgb the ingenious tnuiflator did not, it fcems, then know thai 
tL'urverde'ii, in this inftance, a proper name, 

(94) Sarmiento, p. 232. 

(95) ^i^' ^^^ die reader immediately recolle£i the peafant irii» 
pafles Don Quixote and his trufty fquire, in. the ftreeti cf Tobofi»» 
earaindo aquel Romance qiu dizi : mala la buwfiet Francifttf en ^ Jk 
Rcncefvalis; and the curious cooTcrfation wbid^ cnTBCS thtiMii* 
(P. a. c. 9.) 

is' 
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In modern Caftilian, that they could not poflibly re- 
femble their originals fh language, though they would 
undoubtedly continue the fame in fubflance. This, he 
fays, becomes evident, when it is confidered that the 
Chronica general de E/pan'af written about the middle of 
the thirteenth century, and other books of the fame an- 
tiquity, frequently cite the fongs and fayings of the Jug- 
lars or vulgar poets of that, or a preceding age. He, 
therefor, concludes, that, though the Romances noW 
extant were not written before the end of the fifteenth 
century, moft of them were then only altered or modern- 
ifed from the compofitions of the twelfth (96). An idea 
which one would more readily have adopted if the good fa- 
ther had produced or referred to a fmgle line upon the llory 
of Charlemagne or the Paladins prior to the firft of thoie 
aeras. This objedlion, however, it muft be confefTed, 
does not extend to the fongs or ballads upon other fub- 
jeds, many of which may undoubtedly be much older(97). 

Some of thefe romances of popular ballads are fre- 
quently cited or alluded to in Don Quixote ; but the tranf. 
lators have uniformly confounded them with books of 
chivalry, which the word never fignifies in Spaniih. A 
more literal and correal verlion of this admirable hiftofy, 
of which a very elegant and curious edition was lately pub- 
lifhed at Madrid, has long been, and is likely enough to 
remain, among the defederata of Englilh literature. 

The ruftics of Spain, like the Improvi/atori of Italy, 
retain, to this day, the talent of extemporal poetry ; 
and iing, as it were, by infpiration (98). In Galicia 

(96) §. 548, 550. 

(97) In the ancient romance of Tirant to BtANCtf^ 
wri;reo, in the Valencian dialeft, before the year 14G0, HippoUto, thd 
cmprefses gallant, prays her, one day, as they are fitting together, to fing 
him a fong. To pleafe him, therefor, ihe fings, in a low voice, '' vn 

** romanf , , , , de trifiany co Je planyia de la lan^ada del rey march j** a 
lay or fong of Triftan, in which he complains of the blow of a lance he 
had received from king Mark. This was, doubtlefs, fome well known- 
Spanifli ballad of the authors time; and is reprefented to have been io 
tender that Hippolito could not refrain from tears j " ab la dvlcordd 
** cantf deftiUaren dels ftut vlls vlues lagreffies.** (Capitol, cclxiiij.) 

(08) See a moft curious and entertaining account of 00c of tho(e 
gemofes (a muleteer) in Bafrettis Journey through Spain. 

YoL.U. d xLe 
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the wcmtn are not on ly poets bat maficians , and ccxnpoie a* 
well the roQg),«hicIi axe generally dLiIcgues between a 
woman and a man (the female being alw'ays the principal 
perfonag?) ai the nielodies or tones to which they woald 
nave them fung ; and this by pure natcre, witiioat the 
leaft idea cf the roLficJ art (99). The poetr)- and poets 
of this province appear to have enjoyed 2 di^inguiihed 
pre-eminence from the mod remote antiquity. 

Portogzl, v/hich is here noticed only as a province of 
Spain, claims a very early and intimate acquaintance widi 
the Lyric mufe. To prove it there are two Camciamer^ or 
colleaions extant, which contain many fongs of great an- 
tiqaitv and merit. Seme of thefe are by K. Uionyfius, who 
4yed in 1325. This prince was grandfon to Alonfo the 
Wife, king of Caitile, who was likewife an eminent poet» 
A few others are by Peter I. who dyed in 1 367 . The whole 
number cf poets whofc compoflticns are preferved in thefe 
volumes is laid to be immenfe. Both are exceflively rare. 
The lively genius and fpirit which appear to have charade- 
rifed the ancient Portuguefe, are not, however, at prc- 
fent vifiblc among their defcendants. But, without fur- 
ther notilication of the provinces or seras in which poetry 
and fong appear to have been moil cultivated, popular 
and fuccefsful in this romantic country, it may be fuffi 
^cient to adopt the words of the excellent writer fo often 
quoted i '* en qualquieraedad,*' fays he, *' en qualquieralen* 
* ' gua^y en qualquiera dominio ( 1 00) ^fiempre los E/pan^olesban 
**Jido muy oficionados a la Poejiay Mujica^ Bay Us ^ y regocij^s 
** inoeentesi 10}),'* 

^ 6. In an enquiry regarding the genius and language 
of the Italians, the French, and the Spaniards, one is 
naturaJlv led to place them next to the Romans, oi> ac- 
count of their more intimate and peculiar connection with., 
that nation, without paying much attention to the origin 
of the people theirfelvcs : a particular to which we fliall 
in the remainder of this flight efTay, attempt to adhere* 

99) Sarmiento, p. 238* 

joo) The rtrader yff'xW recolle£l that the Caftilian (which we call 
Spani(h) is not the only language ufed in Spain, and that this ktng« 
4om has not always been under the fway of a fingle monarch* 

(loO Siraiieato, \» 539* 

That 
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That the Celts, a moft antient and extenfive Earopfean 
nation, of whofe origin and early hiftory we are entirely 
ignorant, and from whom the Welfh, the Irifti, and the 
Scotiih-highlanders claim to be defcended, had fongs 
among them, isa circumftanceof which, had there been no 
direct evidence to the fadl, we could fcarcely have doubted; 
** The Celtae," fays Pofidonius the Apamean, in the twen- 
ty-third book of his hiftories, ** even in making war carry 
** with them table-companions whom they call parafites. 
*' Thefe men celebrate the praifes of their mafters both 
*' in public, where a croud is colledled together, and pri- 
*' vately, to feparatc individuals who will hear them. And 
•' thefe fongftersofthcirs are the men called Bards (102). '* 
We have the teftimony of very early writers to prove that the 
bards or poets of Gaul and Britain recorded the valiant afts 
of their illuftrious men, which they fung to the harp ; that 
they likewife compofed fongs of praiie and fatire ; and 
that their authority was foch, that armies, on the point 
of engaging, would feparate on their approach, as if 
charmed by the power of their fongs (103). The cha- 
ra£lerof the Britifh bards is fuppofed to have continued 
the fame long after the converfion of that people to 
Chriftianity, and the fubfeqaent con quell of the country 
by their Saxon allies. The Wellh dill celebrate the 
names of Taliefm, Lywarch H^n, and others, bards 
who flourilhedin thefixth century, and of whofe works 
they have, at this day, confiderable remains. We find 
that the bards had not loft their primitive influence over 
the people even in the time of our Edward I. who was fo 
irritated at the continual infurredtions and difturbances 
fomented by their fongs, that he caufed moft of them to 
be hanged by martial law ( 1 04) : an event which has 
been immortalized by the fublime genius of the Ehglifh 
Pindar. Many fongs of great antiquity are faid to be 
ftill extant in Wales; fpecimens of which hare been 
publifhed by the reverend mr. Evans, and others. Dr. 
Burney mentions a coUedlion, with the original melodies, 

(102) Athenaeos, p. 246. 

(103) Ammia. Marcel. 1. xvl. Diodo. l.v. (Brown, tci.) 

(104) Sir J. Wynnes hiftory of the Gwedir family. 

d 2 ' Tiotei 
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to he invefted with this dignity but thofe of illuftrious 
families. Their fongs were chiefly defigned to tranfmic 
to pofterity the national hiftory and memorable ads of 
their own time. Thofe which were deemed moft au- 
thentic were preferred in the cuftodyof the kings anti- 
quary ; and many of them are cited by Keating as the 
materials of hislrifh hiftory. We are told that St. Pa- 
trick, when he converted this kingdom to Chriftianity, 
out of a burning zeal for the religion he came to incul- 
cate, deftroyed no lefs than three hundred volumes of an- 
cient Pagan fongs ( i g8) . It is to be hoped that the doc- 
trine he taught would atone for the mifchief it occalioned. 

Thefe bards had, at one time, increafed fo much, 
and grown fo infolent and formidable, that it was, in a 
folfimn convention of the ftates, refolved to banifh them 
into^ScoTLANp !•*— The feverity of this fentence ftruck 
fuch a tcfrorinto our unruly muiicians as quickly brought 
tbe^i to their fenfes : they implored pardon, and, upon 
a pro^ife of amendment, were fufFered to difperfe their- 
fclvcs Hp and down the kingdom. This was in the fixth 
century. At fome later period we find them again be- 
come troublefome, and their number leffened and regu- 
lated. Every chief had one bard allowed him to record 
the atchievements of his family ; and independence and 
a competent revenue were ftill preferved them. This re- 
gulation was the ftandard for fucceeding ages (109). In 
the time of the poet Spenfer, however, they had fallen 
into their former irregularities, and were a moft aban- 
doned, corrupt, and defperate fet of men ; " the abetr- 
^ tors of thieving and robbery," and, indeed, of every 
other crime. The account he has given us of them rs 
equally curious and xiainute. 

Although the profeflion is, at prefent, fuppofed to be 
nearly extmcl, yet the original ot a very favourite Eng- 
lifh Bacchanalian fong is afcribed to an itinerant harper, 
who feems, from the defcriptioq^we have of him (no), 
to be a genuine reprefentative of the ancient bard. 

But 

(108) Keating. Brown. (109) lidem. 

( 1 10) *' They (i. e, the /rifh) talk of a wonderful mafter they had 
f* -of late, .called Carolaii> who, like Kprner, wat blind, and, like 

d 3 '* hi.n 
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But independent of this fpecies of poets, themodent 
Irifh pofTefs many beautiful and tender ibngs. One of 
them^ beginning (in its Englifh drefs) 

Blefs'd were the days when in tho lonely (hide. 

feems to have uncommon elegance and merit as a paftoral 
lavefone. Another, tranflated, or imitated by George 
Ogle, elquire, member of parliament for the county of 
Wexford, is well known by the title of Granwuuhrie 
Molly. Its only fault is rather too much fimplicity. The 
tune of this piece, ho\vever, appears to be Scotim (ill). 
But there is a peculiar fpirit and afFc(fling pathos in many 
of the native Irifli melodies which may almoft rival, the 
moll admired airs of Caledonia. 

** him, went about finging and playing his rhapfodiei. His poetry 
** was in Irifh, and not much praifedy but his mufic it celebnucd* 
*^ From an e?rly dirappoiotmenc in love he is laid to have attuned hia 
** harp to the elegiac drain. I have heard one of ihefe compo6tiont 
** played, and to me the founds were as exprelfive of fuch a fituation of 
*' mind, as the words of a love-fick elegy. The biAory of oneof 
'* his famous compofitions called liama Meyo "-which was fomewkd 
^ in the dirge (lilc,— is faid to be this : the mufician had offended [or4 
<' Mayo by fume witty farcafms, of which he is reported to have 
^ been very liberal, and was forbid his houfe. After fome time ht 
« prevailed to be heard, and he fang thii paiincde in concert witJi 
'< his harp at dinner, with whi<h, Orpheus-like, he fo thmami. 
** the powers of rticntment, that he was prefcntly reftored to hit 
** Jordfliips favour. 1 have heard divers others of his tuoet called 
** FlanxtiUf which are in the convivial ftiain, and evidently calcQ- 
** lated to infpire good humour, and heighten the jollity of the feftive 
** hour, yhty go by the names of thofe gentlemen, for whofe enter- 
" tainments they weie compofcd, ai Flanxty-Conncr, Planxty-Johnf- 
** ton, Plahxty-Toni-s, &c. The iaft of ihefe has been dignified by 
** better words than thofe rf the baid, by mr. Dawfon, late baron of 
•* the Exchequer, and is now called Buntfer Squire Jews, They tell 
<* me, that in his latter days he never ccmpoled without the inlpiri- 
** tion of whi/key, of ^hich, at that critical hcur, he alwayt took 
^ care to have a bottle befidt; him. His ear was fo exquiiitc. and hit 
** memory fo tenacious, that he has been known to play ott\ «t firft 
'< hearing, fome of the moi^ difficult pieces of Italian ma6c, to the 
<' aftonifliment of Geminiani.** CAMraXLLS Phii.o»opiixcal 
SvRVZY or THE SouTH OP Irclamd, p* 450. 

(iix) i, e, « Will you go to Flanders, my Maily O.'* It is, ne. 
vcnhelcfs, lifted that the mufical antiquaries of either country would 
m^ikCa moie paxticular enquiiy into this matter, 

5 7. Having 
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I 7. Having taken this curfory view of the xnelod/ 
ana fong of the Celtic nations, we (hall now turn back to 
enqaire into their exiftence among theTcutones orGoths, 
from whom we are to confider ours elves as mediately de- 
fcended (112). The Germans, fuppofed to be a branch of 
thefe people, in their old ballads, which with them an- 
fwered the purpofe of regifters and hiftory, celebrated 
Tuifto, a God fprung from the earth, and his fon Man- 
nius, as the fathers and founders of their nation. They 
had a tradition th.it Hercules had been in their country, 
and this hero, above all others, theyextoled as they ad- 
vanced to battle. They pofTefTed another fpecies of fong, 
thefinging of which (by them called BarMtum) infpired 
courage, and predidled the fortune of the approachitig 
fight (1 13). 

The originals of all ancient nations are loft in dark- 
tiefs or oblcurity : it cannot, therefor, be expefted tKat 

(iiz) The pedigree of the Fins and Laplanders Is not yet afcer- 
tained. The latter nation, in a ftate rather of fa vage refinement than 
of nature, has cultivated fong with fuccefs. When the amourout 
Laplander is flying to vifit his miftrefs, he beguiles the length and 
dreary nefs of the journey, and encourages his rein-deer, by a fong in 
her praife. Two beautiful fpecimens are preferved by SchuefFer, both 
of which have been (and one of them with remarkable elegance), 
tranflated into Engliih, and are inferted in the firft part of ihe prefenC 
£olle£tion. The Creenlanders, likewife, have their fongs ; fo have 
-the Ruffians; and if travelers ean find fong in vuj^ue among the Sa^ 
Qioledes, they need hardly defpair of fuccefs in a fimilarrefearch among 
the wolves and brars of the Siberian deferts. 

(113) Tacitus, De mori. Germa. Of the poetical genius and hiftory of 
jthe more modern Germans little can be collef^ed. it appears, however, 
that the Gay Science while it flouri/hed in other countries was not neg- 
le£^ed in theirs. A mod curious manufcrlpt has been lately difcovered,con« 
gaining the compofittons of a hundred and forty German troubadours of 
the twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth centuries. The emperor Henry 
VI. a king of Bohemia, feveral princes, electors, dukes, margraves, 
bifliops, &c. are among the number. This invaluable cutiofity is em- 
belltfhed with paintings of the various martial and civil employments 
^nd diverfions of thofe ages. We cannot doubt, therefor, that a taAt 
for Song has always prevailed in this and the adjacent countries, 
though we have no particular information on the fubjeft. ** In Hun- 
** garie,'* fays fir Philip Sidney, •• I have fcene it the manner at all 
** feaftes and other fuch like meetings, to haue fungs of their anccfiors 
-'< valure, which that right fouldierlike nation, thinke one of the chief* 
« eft kindlers oi brauf courage.*' 
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one fhould be able to point oat with certainty whence or 
at what time the Goths iirfl came into Europe. That 
they were a cliitin£l people from the Celtae is a fa6t not to 
be controverted : and that Scythia was their mother 
country is, at leaft, probable. The event of the war 
carried on by Pompey againft Mith.ridates king of Pontus 
obliged the Scythians to leave their country in great 
numbers; ofthefe, Odin or Woden, a valiant and pow- 
erful chief, whcfe true name was Sigge, is thought to 
have led brge bands into the ancient Scandinavia and 
other parts occupied by the Teutones and Cimbri, the 
pollerity of former emigrants, Odin was a warrior, a 
legiflator, and a God. We (hall ihortly haveoccafion to 
fpeak of him again, let us, in the mean time, purfue 
our fubjedl. 

The Scalds (polifhers) or poets of Iceland, the uni- 
yerfity of the North, are as famous for their ikill in 
poetry and fong as the Celtic bards. They re/ided in the 
courts of kings and princes, whom it was part of their 
oiHce to accompany to battle, in order to be eye-witnefles 
of the a6lions they were to celebrate and record, and 
which they afterwards fung at great and folemn enter- 
tainments. They animated the foldiers to fight, and ex- 
toled the chieftains who fignalized their courage or fell in 
arms. Not only the particular exploits, but fometimes 
the whole lives of their kings and heroes were thus re- 
cited. Thefe fongs, which, being communicated from 
one to another, were every where publicly chanted, are 
by the ancient and modern writers of the North (114), 
reforted and referred to as authorities for theearlyer pe*. 
riods of their hiftory. Great numbers of thefe compo- 
fitions are extant in print or preferved in manufcnpt. 
The poetic art was not, however, entirely confined to 
the Scalds ; perfons of the higheft rank cultivated this 
agreeable fcience. It is even fuppofed to have been 
introduced by Odin, who pretended to have re- 
ceived it from the Gods, and boafted that it could pro- 
duce him the moll wonderful and miraculous eiledb. 
** I ampoffeffed of Songs,*' fays he : ** fuch as neither 

(114) Suo; Torf«u8, 6fr, 
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** the fpoafe of a king, nor any Ton of man can repeat ; 
" -one of them is called tke Helper : it will help thee 
at thy need, in fickneis, grief, and all adverfities. I 
know a Song, which the (ons of men ought to fing, if 
they would become ikilfal phyficians. I know a 
'' Song, by which I foften and enchant the arms of my 
^' enemies ; and render their weapons of none effed. I 
" know a Song, which I need only to fing when men havo 
" loaded me with bonds ; for the moment I fing it, my 
chains fall in pieces, and I walk forth at liberty. I 
know a Song, ufeful to all mankind ; for as foon as 
hatred inflames the fons of men, the moment I fing it 
they are appeafed. I know a Song, of fuch virtue^ 
that were I caught in a ilorm, I can huih the winds, 
and render the air pcrfedly calm (115)." He likewife 
knew a Song, by which, with the affiitance of his Runic 
characters, he could compell the dead to rife and converfe 
with him. An adventure of this fort is related of him 
in a very ancient ode, beautifully tranflated by mr. Gray. 
The Scalds were believed to poflefs the fame power. 

Regner Lodbrog was a great prince, poet, and pirate, 
in the ninth century. He invaded the dominions of Ella 
kin? df Northumberland, who took him prifoner, and 
caufed him to be thrown into a deep dungeon, where he 
was killed by ferpents. In the midfl of his tortures he 
compofed his Death- Song, which is flill extant, and has 
frequently appeared in Englifh (116). It is conjedtured, 
however, that but a few ilanzas were the adtual com« 
poiition of Regner, and that the reft were added by 
his attendant Scald, whofe duty it was to celebrate the 
tieath and heroifm of his lord. There is a love-fong by 
Harald the Valiant, a famous adventurer of the eleventn 
age, in which, reciting his extraordinary accomplifh- 
ments, and feats in arms, he complains that they were 
not able to make any impreflion on the heart of a Ruffian 
princefs. Examples of this nature are numerous. Many 

(115) Northern Antiquitiefy II. ^17. 

(116) See the Five piecei of Rpnic poetry } the Northern Antiqui- 
ties $ Wartons poems^ 174^) *a<i * quarto pamphlqr^ by one 

l>owflaian, jySii 
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of the ancient Scald ic fpngs are faid to be yet chanted by 
the pcafantry of Denmark and Sweden. 

The Saxons, a mixture of Germans and Danes, were, 
toward the clofe of the fifth century, invited into this 
country by Vortigern, king of the Britons, to allift him 
in repelling the hortilc attacks of the Pidb and Scots i 
and, having fubdued thcfe barbarians for him, they, in 
a very fliort time, completed the conqucil of his domi- 
nions for T H E I R s F. L V E s . I'hough we arc very little ac- 
ciuaintedwith the genius, manners, and amufements of 
thcfe our Pagan ancellors for fome ages after their arrival, 
we cannot doubt that they retained the fondnefs of their 
prcdeceflbrs for poetry and fon^. Of this, in faft, a re- 
markable and fatisfadlory mflance is afforded by 
Bede, in his EccUjiafiUal biftory : where, fpeaking 
of the facred poet Credmon, who lived in the 
fcvcnth century, he tells us, that fo far from hav- 
ing ever compofed any idle fongs he had never learned 
any ; and that, therefor, frequently, at feafts, when, 
for the fake of conviviality, it was agreed that all the 
gnefts fhould iing in their turn, as foon as he faw the harp 
approach him, he would rife, for fhame, from the table, 
and go immediately home (117). And that a harper, or 
gleeman, by profeillon, was no uncommon charadler 
among the Saxons, is evident from a .curious hiflorical 
fa£t. For we learn that their king Alfred, one of the 
greateft, wifeft, and beil princes that ever fate upon a 
throne, was fo much a mailer of the muiical, and, it may 
be, the poetical, art, that, in the difguife of fuch a 
charader, he explored the camp of his Danifti enemies, 
and thence projcded the plan which enabled him to de- 
feat them ( 1 18). Indeed, this monarch is exprefsly af- 
fcrted, by one who well knew him, not only to have lif- 
tened night and day to the popular fongs of his country- 

(117) 1.4.0.14. Percy, I. I. 

(11^) See Percy I. xxv. and the authorities there cited. Afizni- 
hr proceeding is recorded of Anlafl', king of the Danes, who, thut 
difguifcd, went among the Saxon tents, and having been permitted to 
fing and play before king Athclflan, was difmifTed with a liberal re« 
ward. But being obferved, on his return, to bury the money, his cha- 
rafbBrwasfufpcfled, and his lUatagem, of courfe, defeated. Percy, 
Ibi. 

m?n 
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tntn and fubjedb, bat to have taken great pains to get 
them by heart,and commanded others to do the fame( 1 1 9}, 
It is rather anfbrtanate that among the tolerably nume- 
rous relics of Saxon literature ftiU extant, we find no 
fonn. In the Saxon chronicle, indeed, there are two 
or three poetical pieces, the principal one being in cele- 
bration of the vidory gained oy king Athelftan over An- 
Izff the Dane, which may be fpecimens of their ode, and 
were poflibly Aing to the harp. But even this cannot be 
inferred with any degree of certainty. And it is, after 
all, very probable that thefe poems were compofed by 
the writers of the hiftory, who have in many other places 
evinced a difpofition for fuch poetical flights : a pradlice 
which appears to have prevailed for many ages ; fo low, 
at lead, as our Henry V. ( 1 20) and would certainly cof^ 
the Saxon hiftorian very little trouble. There is, how- 
ever, a ihort poem in praife of the city of Durham, 
enumerating the faints interred, and the relics preferved 
in that holy place, which has, likely enough, been writt* 
eji for the harp, and may, not improperly, be confidere4 
as a Saxcm fbng. The ancient manufcript which con* 
tained it is now def!royed, but it is printed in the Tiim 
/auruj, and begins thus : 

If iSeof bufich bpe«tn*» 
CeoA'd bfieo«en pice» 

i. e. This city is famous 

Beyond the Britons kingdoffl* 

We have, likewife, the fragment of a fong, reported to 
have been made extempore by Canute the Great, wno, as he 
approached by water to Ely abbey, where, attended 
with his queen and court, he was going to hold a folemn 

(119) SaxoMtca poemata die naffufui . . t audient . • • wumwlttr rttitU" 
bat, AssxRius, (edu 1722) p. i6o. A%iiiii^^Rtx inttr b<l!s^ ice» 
Saxcnlccs Hbros rec'uare, iff maxim* tarwuna Saxonica mcmmur Sfitr^ 
aliis imperartf & fiiui affdue pro viriSui, ftudiojijjint non deJSiubat, p. 4}« 

(X2o) in a MS. of the Cotton library, an old chronicler, defcribing 
the baiilepf Agincourc, is feised with a poetic furor, and inABsfibly 
runs his narrative into a kind of fong or poem. Perhaps this method^ 
of which there are nany other inAa^esi might bf adopted M more 
eafy or captiifating for public recitation. , 

ftftft> 
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fcafl, was (6 much delighted at hearing the monks chant 
their hours, that he is faid, " in the joy of his heart," 
infpired with a fort of poetic rapture, to have broke out 
into a fong of which the following lines, all that is 
prcferved, are the firft flanza : the only fpecimen, per- 
haps, now remaining of the Saxon vulgar fong, though 
the lines fhould, in fud, feem to have come rather from 
the monks than from the king. 

ODefue funsen iSe CDunechef binneo Gly. 

iSa Cnut chin; peu fSefX by. 

popeiS emtef noej\ the Unt. 

an*& hej\e pe jjcp CDunechef f«ns(i20. 

That is : 

The monks in Ely fweetly fung 
Whiifl Cnute- the king there rowM along ; 
Row near the land, knights, [quoth the king] 
And let ui hear the fong they fing. 

We are not without fufficient evidence that the common 
people h'^d their favourite fongs, though none of them 
n^ had the good fortune to dclcend to us. Ingulphus 
mentions ballads in praife of Hereward, the Saxon hero, 
who fo gallantly oppofed and harrafled the Conqueror, 
which were fung about the ilreets in his time (i*^)- 
And William of Malmelbury, in his hiftory, refers to 
** CantiUnit per/uccej/iones temporum detritay* which were, 
no doubt, in the vulgar tongue (123) : and, elfewherc, 
Qptices a Carmen tri<viaU of Aldhelm, who dyed in 709, 
and whom king Alfred has pronounced without an equal 
in Englifh poetry, as adhuc 'vulgo cantitatum ( 1 24). Oth^r 
old and popular rimes, ** concerning Gryme, the filher, 

(ill) Benthams Hiftory of Ely, p. 94. It may, from this little 
piece, be conjcAured, that rime had been introduced by the Danes t 
certain it it, thit no rimed poetry of the earlier Saxont is now to be 
Ibund. Their poetic mode confills in ihort fentences in a pompous and 
•ffe£ted ftilet the words uncommon, frequently jingling together, and 
thrown out of their natural order. Indeed it is not always eafy to dihin^ 
fttUh between their poetry and their profe* 

(laa) Hif. Croy. p. 68. Tyrwbitti Chaucer, IV. 6%, 

'ia3)Tyrwhiit,lV.46. 
.U4} I<l€m, Ui. 
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'* the founder of Grymefby, Hanelock the Dane, and 
" his wife Goldeburgh, daughter to king Athelwold/* 
are mentioned by Robert of Brunne(i25) : of all which, 
though none of them is^ certainly, now retrievable, we 
cannot but regret the lofs. 

It is not nnreafonable to attribute the fuppreflion of 
the romantic poems and popular fongs of the Saxons, to 
the monks, who Teem not only to have refufed to commit 
them to writing;, which few others were capable of doing, 
but to have given no quarter to any thing of the kind 
which fell into their hands. Hence it is, that, except the 
Saxon chronicle, and a few other hiflorical fragments, 
together with many of their laws, and a number of 
charters, deeds, &c. all which are to be fure of fome 
confequence, we have little or nothing original, in the 
language, but lying legends, glofTes, homilies, charms, 
and fuch-likc things, which evidently (hew the people, 
from their converfion, at leaft, to have been gloomy, fu- 
perftitious, and pricll-ridden. What advantages Qhrif- 
tianity brought them, how much it enlightenea their nn- 
derftandings, or improved their morals, to counterba- 
lance the deftru^ion of their national genius and fpirit, 
is not, perhaps, at this difbance of time, altogether fo 
cafy to be difcovercd. 

Having got below the Conqueft, we are now to com- 
mence our view of Englifh fong. But, however interefU 
ing an enquiry into this fubjeCt may be to ourfelves, we 
are not here to expedl the full and fatisfa^tory information 
fo eafily obtained on the ancient finging poetry of the 
Greeks and the French. Materials are very fcanty, and 
the purfuit almoft, if not altogether, new* 

The Saxon language continued to be fpoken by the old. 
inhabitants for near a century and a half after tneirfub- 
dudtion, but, by a rapid, though, doubtlefs, gradual 
corruption, from ^n intermixture of Norman words, 
and the adoption of Norman idioms and modes of fpeak- 
ing, we may, in fome, probably the earlyer part of the 
long and turbulent reign of Henry III. pronounce it to 

(125) Tyrwhitt, IV. 46. 
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\gwt dytd z vioient death ; die writtra dialed we meet 
toward the end of hb time, bein^ effimtiaily a difFierent 
tonene : from this oscertain penod, thcreiar, we date 
the birth and efhibitihment of the Englifh langoage. 

Before we proceed further, the reader maj not be dif*' 
^eafed with a rather cmrioas paffiige ia an ancient 
writer, relatiTe to the Tulgar mode of fingiag in his cwii 
time, the age of king Henry II. In general, fays he, 
there is not the leaft nnifbrmity in mafical modulation. 
Every man fings his own fong, and, in a croud of £ngers, 
as is the cnftom here, fo many peribns as you fee, fo many 
longs and rarioos voices will you hear. In the nor- 
thern parts, on the confines of Yorkihire, the na- 
tives, he tells OS, nfed a fymphoniac harmony with two 
different tones. One finging the ander part of thefong 
in a low voice, the other the upper part in a voice equally 
loft and delighting : and this not fo much, he fays, by 
art as nfe and nature : children, and even infants in the 
cradle, obferving the fame kind of modulation. This 
pradice, altogether peculiar to thefe people, he fuppofes 
them to have acquired from the Danes and Norwegians who 
had fettled or refided in thefe parts (126). Later writers, 
however, incline to believe that they had learned it from 
the method obferved in chanting the fervice by the monks 
of Wearmouth in the bifliopricof Durham. 

The mofl ancient Eneliih fong now extant is one in 

Caife of the cuckoo, a favourite fubje^, in every age, 
th with poets and muficians. This great curiofi^, for 
beiides that the words theirfelves are far from being inele* 
gant, they are accompanied with a very mailerly muiical 
comjpofition for fix voices, in the nature of a catch, is- 
preserved in a fine old MS. in the Harleian library, and 
u, by fir John Hawkins and dr. Burney, both of whom 
have inferted it in their refpcftive works, referred to about 
the middle of the fifteenth century ( 1 27). But the rea<- 

(116) Oirsldui Cambrenfif, as quoted by Hawkins and Burney. 
. (197) Mr. Warton hat (but without the leaft acknowledgemeDt) 
followflJ fir John Hawkins, and confcquently involved bislelfinthe 
/•Of ffliftakt. 

ibning^ 
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foning of thefe two learned and ingenious gentlemen on 
the fabje^l is asinconclufive, as their judgement is errone- 
ous. There cannot be a doubt that the manufcript is twp 
hundred years older ; /. #. of the latter part of the reign 
q£ Henry III. The fong will fpeak for itsfelf : 

Svmer if tcumen in* 

Lhude ring cuccu. 

Growe]? fed and blowejv mcd 

And fpring}y ])e wde nu« 

Sing cuccu 

Awe bletejy after lomb* 

LhouJ' after calue cu* 

Bulluc ftertejy. 

Bucke uerte)7. 

Murfc f ing cuccu* 

Cuccu cuccu 

Wei fingief )ni cuccv 

Ne fwik l^u nauer nu (iiS). 

In the enfuing reign we are fortunately enabled to pro- 
ceed with greater certainty and fuccefs. In the Bruifh 
Mufeum is a large folio book^ written by the haiid of 
fomc Norman fcribe, about the beginning of the time of 
Edward II. and containin^^ a variety of fongs and poems, 
by different authors, both m French and Englifh, chiefly, 
as it muft feem, of the preceding reign. Moll of thefc 
pieces are of an amourous or fatyrical turn, and many 
of them, for fo remote an age, not deftitutc of merit* 
The libel on Richard, king of the Romans, printed by 
Percy in his Reliquit of ancient Englijh Poetry ^ is from this 
collection ; from whence, like wi lb, Warton, in the firfl vo- 
lumeof his hiftory, has made fevcral extrads ; which, how- 
ever, are very inaccurate. It likewife includes an abufive 
ballad againil the Scots ; and another againfl the French* 
on the infurreftion at Bruges in 130 1. As a fpecimen 

^(128) i«. Summer is come in ; loud fingt the cuckoo: now the 
feed grows, and the mead blows {u€» is in flower), and the wood fpringt* 
The ewe bleats after the lamb ; the calf lows after the cow -y the 
bullock ftarts, the buck verts (i. e» goes to harbour in the fern) } mer- 
rily lings the cuckoo. Well fingell thou, cuckoo. MayeA thou ntfcr 
ctafe. 

of 
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of the language and poetic manner of this early ^riodl^ 
we (hall infert the firft verfe of ** a fong in praife of 
*' the authors miilrefs^ whofe name was Alyfoun." 

Bycuene merfh tc aueril 

When fpray bigmne]? to fp^nge 
\fe lutel foul ha}7 hire wyl 

On hyre lud to fynge 
Ich libbe m loue longinge 
For femlokeft of alle jvynge 
He may me blifTe bnnge 

Icham m hire bandoun 
An hendy hap ichabbe yhent 
Ichot from heuene it is me fent 
From alle wymmen nri loue is lent , 

And lyht on Alyfoun (129). 

The four laft lines make the burthen of the three remain* 
ing ilanzas. 

Of nearly the fame age, in another manufcript^ we 
have *' a fong in praife of the valiant knight fir Piers de 
** Birmingham, who, while he lived, was a fcouree to 
/* thelrifh, and died A. D. 1288." But it is very fong, 
;and has little merit. 

During the reign of Edward III. Chaucer confiderably 
improved and pohihed both our language and our poetry. 
He is, undoubtedly, a writer of great genius, and, al- 
moft, the firft Englifh poet worth naming. In the Can- 
terbury Tales, and, indeed, throughout his worksj 
are numberlefs allufions to the (late of the mufic and (bng 
of his age (130). But few, perhaps, if any, of thoic 

numeroiM 

(129) Between March and April, when the branches begin to 
fpring, the little birds indulge their inclination to fing in their lint 

fuage. I live in the longings of love, for the feemlieft of all creaturei. 
;he may bring me happinefs. I am in her bonds. I have obtained a 
happy lot. I wot [ belie vej it is fent me from heaven. My lore hai 
left all other women, and is alighted upon Alifon. 

( 1 30) For inftance, the Pardoner fings *' Come hither, love, to m« »** 
while the fompnour (fummoner or apparitor) bears him a flifT 
** burdoun,** i. e, fings the bafe. This was, doubtlefs^fome favourxtt 
ibng at that timci Ai was, likewifcy it ihould feem <* 'I he fCinget 

" Note,'* 
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xiQxnerous fongs, which he exprefsly tells us hecoxnpofed^ 
and for the compofition of which he teiHfies fo much pe- 
nitence (131)9 ieem to have come down to us ; unleis the 
rondeau printed by Percy, beginning 

Your two eyn will fle me ibdenly, 

ihould happen to be one of them. His ballades may, in- 
deed, have been Tung, but they are certainly no fongs. 

Of the reign of Richard 11. there is no fong known 
to be extant. A manufcript in the Cotton library, of 
the time of his ufurping fucceflbr, contains a farcaflic 
ballad upon the execution, as it (hould feem, of John 
Holland, duke of Exeter, whom the author calls " Jac 
•* Nape," and for whofe foul he makes th« reft of 

*' note,'* which is elfewhere mentioned *. Abfalon, the all-accom^ 
pliihed parHh clerk, is celebrated for his (kill in mufic i 

In twenty manere could he trip and dance* 

And playen song is on a fmal ribible-f 
Thereto he fong fomtiine a loud quinible { 
And as wel coude he play on a ^teme y. Sect 

Nay, ourjocofe author has even prefenred the very fong whiHi this 
amourous youth performed io one of his nofturnal iercnadei • 

He (ingeth in his vois gentil and fmalj 
Now, dere lady,— if thy wille be, 
I pray yoo that ye— wol rewe on me | 
Ful wel accordant to his giterning. 

Nor does the mincing Wife of Bath forget to tell us^ 

Tho coude I dancen to an harp£ fmale 
And SING ywis as any nightingale. 

And from a paflage in the Priorefses Tale it /hould appear that " ^o 
« siNGEN** was as much an eftabliflied branch of the educatioil.of 
" fmale children^* as " to rede." 

(131) -— " and many a song, and many a ixckbbovs lay* 
<< Crift of his grete roercie foryeve me the finne.'* RstRAC. C« T« 
(iii. 277.) /* 

• And afler that he fong the kinges note^ 
Ful cften bieffed wa« his mery throte. M. T. 
t A rebec, or kind of fiddle with three ftrlngt. 
% A cant*. biUf 11 A guitar «r ciccrn. 

Vol. IL c the 
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the confpirators, by name^ iing ** Placebo W ^irigey It 
begins. 

In the moneth of May^ when {aflfe growf^ grene, 

and is accompanied by another, againft the Lollards, 
of the fame aee. 

Henry V. forbad his fubjefts to extol his \idlory at 
Agincourt : but they either had already began to chant 
triumphal fongs, or were not deterred by the prohibition ; 
for one of thefe pieces, with the original muiic, is luckily 
preferred to us, and has been frequently printed (i 32). 

The reign of Henry VI. is an ara of great confequence 
in the poetical annals of this country ; not fo much, in- 
deed, from the excellence, as from the magnitude and 
multiplicity of its metrical produftions. Tne works of 
Lydgate,monk of Bury, alone, are nearly fufficient to load 
a waggon. His hallaiieszTt numerous ; but we find no- 
thing which we can call a fong ; except a fort of '* roun- 
•' dell" previous to the coronation of Henry the Sixth, 
which is not worth inferting here. But Dan John, like- 
moll of the other profefTed poets of that age, laboured too 
much with a leaden pen, in what was then thought a fo- 
lemn and ftately ftanza (rytbme royal), to be a good 
writer of fongs. Thefc were chiefly compofed by anony- 
mous and ignorant rimers, for the ufe of .the vulgar, and 
it is by mere accident that any of them have been pre- 
ferved. It muft, indeed, beconfefTed that mod of tnoie 
which remain poflefs ' very little merit, beiides that of 
exhibiting the ftate of the art at the time in which they 
were written. Though a colledion of fuch things, rudb 
and fimple as they are, would by no means prove 
either unworthy of attention, or void of ufe. The 
TumoMUfit of Tottenham, however, printed by Percy, is 
a very humourous and very excellent compofition. But 
the moft curious and remarkable pieces of this period are 
two fongs or ballads, in a rude Northern dialed, which de- 
ierve particular attention ; the one is upon the battle of 

{Wi\ Literar) Magazine, I757, p. 308. Percys R cliques, 11. 15. 
ar.d die where. 

Otterburn, 
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Otterburn, fought between the Scots and the Englifh, un- 
der the refpcftive commands of an earl of Douglas (who 
ivas flain in the field), and the great and celebrated Henry 
lord Percy, furnamed Hotfpur, fon ofthe earl of Northum- 
berland, who was carried prifoner into Scotland; the other. 
If not a different modification of thb ballad, is on an 
imaginary conflidt between a Douglas and a Percy, oc- 
cafioned by a hunting match fuppoied to have been made 
by the latter in Ch e vy Chace (/. e, the heights of Cbe^ 
'uiot in Northumberland, then within the Scotifh march), 
in which they are both (lain. This is known to have 
been a popular fong in the time of queen Elizabeth. 
*• i never heatd,'* fays the accomplifhed fir Philip Sid- 
ney, " the old fong of Percy and Douglas, that I found 
** not my heart moned more then with a trumpet ; and 
** yet is it but fung by foroe blind crowder, with no 
** rougher voice then rude fHle : which being fo euill 
*• apparelled in the diift and cobweb of that vnciuill aee, 
** what would it worke trimmed in the gorgeous elo- 
*' quence of Pindare." Notwithftanding this eulogy, 
it feems to have been little known and much neglected ; 
and, being modernifed in a fucceeding reign, became to- 
tally forgotten, till it was accidentally recovered by that 
induftrioas antiquary, mr. Thomas Heame, by whom 
it was firft printed ; and from himbifhop Percy infertedit 
in his Reliques of aiuitnt Englijh Poetry ; in which, like- 
wife. The Battle of Otterburn^ two copies whereof are 
lucidly extant in the Mufeum, made its firft appearance. 
Thefe two fongs are by this ingenious writer alcribed to a 
body of men, who are fuppofed to have been, about this 
period, and for fome preceding centuries, very numerous 
and refpedtable ; and concerning whom he has favoured 
the world with a moft ingenious and elegant eflay. The 
reader will immediately recolledl — the " ancient Englifh 
** minftrels," of whom, before we advance further in 
our little hiltory, it may not be impertinent or improper 
to take fome notice. 

Without attempting to controvert the flighteft faft 
laid down by the learned prelate, one may be well per- 

e a mitted 
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tnltted to quefllon the propriety of his inferences, 
and, indeed, his general hypothefts. Every part of 
France, but more efpccially Normandy, feems to 
have formerly abounded in minilrels, whofe pro- 
feflion has been already defcribed. Many of thefc 
people, we can eafily fuppofe, attended the Conqueror, 
and his Norman barons, in their expedition to England ; 
and perhaps were provided for, or continued to gain a 
fubfiflence by their profeiConal art among the fettlers. 
The conflant intercourfe which fo long fubfifled between 
the two countries, that is, while the Englifh monarchs 
had poiTeiTions in France, afforded the French and Nor- 
man minilrels conflant opportunities of a free and unex- 
penfivc pafFage into England, where they were certain of a 
favorable reception and liberal rewards from the king, his 
barons, and other Anglo-Norman fubjedls. French or 
Norman minftrels, however, are not Englifh ones. There 
is not the leafl proof that the latter were a refpedlable 
fociety, or that they even deferve the name of a fociety. 
That there were men in thofe times, as there are in the prc- 
fent, who gained a livelihood by goin^ about from place 
to place, unging and playing to the illiterate vulgar, is 
doubtlefs true (133); out that they were received into the 
caflles of the nobility, fung at their tables, and were re- 
warded like the French minflrels, does not any where 
appear, nor is it at all credible. The reafbn is evident. 

(133) Puttenham gives us the following curiout piAure of the 
<* Ancient Englidi Minftrcls** of bis time: 

** The ouer bu fie and too fpeedy returne of one oianer of tune [dothl 
^' too much annoy & as it were glut the eare, vnlefle it be in (mtil 
*' and popular Muficlcet fong by thefe Cantanbanqui vpon benches and 
" barrels heads where they haue none other audience then boys or 
" countrey fellowes that pafle by them in the ftreet, or elfe by blind 
" harpers or fuch like tauerne minflrelles that give a fit of mirth for a 
** groat, & their matters being for the moft part fiories of old time, 
** as the tale- of fir Topas, the reportes of Beuis of Southampton, 
«< Guy of Warwicke, Adam Bell, and Clymme of the Clough f^ fueh 
« other old romances or hiftoricail rimes, madepurpofely for recreation 
** of the comon people at Chriftmas dinners 8c brideales, and ii| 
<' uuernes & alenoufes and fuch other places of bafe refort.** Aru 
•f EngUfii Pocfie, 1589. p. 69. 

The 
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The French tongue alone was ufed at court, and in the 
houfeholds of the Norman barons (who defpifed the Saxon 
manners and language), for many centuries after the 
Conquefl, and continued till, at lead, the reign of 
Henry VIII. the polite language of both court and coun- 
try, and as well known as the Englifh itsfelf: a fad of 
which (to keep to our fubjeft) we need no other evidence 
than the multitude of French poems and fongs to be 
found in every library. The learned treatife above no- 
ticed might, therefor, with more propriety, have been 
tntitled ^' An Effay on the ancient French Minftrels,'* 
whom the feveral facts and anecdotes there related alone 
concern. Of the £n?lifh minftrels^ all the knowlege 
we have of them is, that by a law of queen Elizabeth 
thev were pronounced '* rogues, vagabonds, andfturdy 
^* beggars (134) ;" a fufHcient proof they were not very 
refpedlable m her time, how eminent foever they might 
have been before (135). l^hat fuch charadlers as thefe 
fhould have left us no memorials of theirfelves is not at all 
furprifinfi;. I'hey could (ing and play ; but it was none of 
their bunnefs to read or write. So that, whatever their 
fongs may have been, they feem to have perifhed along 
wi^ them ; for, excepting the two ballads which have 
beeji mentioned (neither of which, unlefs it be from the 
rude and barbarous jargon in which they are compofed, 
are necefTarily afcnbable to minftrels), we have not a 
^gle compoAtion which can, with any degree of cer- 
tainty, or even plauiibiUty, be given to a perfon of this 
jdefcription (130). 

Ames, 
[134) 39 Eliz. c. 4* f. 2^ 



/; 



,13$) They are not repreicotted to rnv^h greater advantage by 
the early hiftorians, *' who/' it Teems, « can feldom afFord them a 
** better name than that of Scurnt, FanuRctf Nebuhna^ &c.** Pkkc v 
(Noleton the EiTay, zlil.). 

(136) That the reader may not be misled by a term, it will be per- 
dncnt to remark that the word is frequently ufed for a mufician in ge- 
neral. Thus << the kings minftrels** were his band of mufic* The 
chorifters of a cathedral as well as the trumpets of an army are like- 
wife often fo called. And in an ordinance of the rump parliament, 
1658, which paya the minftrels no more refpe€t than Queen Elisa- 
beth had done, the word is ufed as fynonimous with fiJdiertf in which 
more expreffive and charafteriftic appellation it has been fince entirely 
loft. 
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Ames, the author of the Typographical Antiquities, i^ 
faid to have had in his pofTefTion a folio volume of Englifh 
fongs or ballads, compofed or coUedled by one John 
Lucas, about the year 1450; which fir John Hawkins 
thinks "is probably yet in being (137)." Whoever has it, 
would do the public an effential fcrvice, by informing 
them of the nature of its contents. As to Shirleys col- 
ledion, in the Afhmolcan mufcum, it is of very little 
value, and contains, at leaft in the prefent fenfe of the 
words, neither fongs nor bailads. 

The reign of Edward IV. affords no particular infor- 
mation on the fubjed. In that of his fon and (hort-lived 
fucceffor, we have a fong written by the learned Anthony 
Widville, carl Rivers, during the time of his impri- 
sonment, by the arbitrary dilates of the ambitious and 
ofurping Gloucefter, in Pontcfraft caftle. This Httl^ 
piece, which is prefervcd by Roufe the hiftorian, and has 
been reprinted by Percy, is in imitation of the meafure 
of one afcribed to Chaucer, and begins 

Sumwhat mufyng, &c. 

There is no fong extant which can be fafely afcribed td 
the reign of Richard III. Skelton, in the time of hil 
immediate fucceffor, is a poet of fome eminence. He 
was a great writer of " balades'* and " dities of plca- 
*' fure," a few of which we have left ; but the beft, at 
leaft the moft humourous of them, is, at prefent, too grofs 
to be endured, and the others are too infip^d to be regarded. 

The late mr. Thorefby had a fair large manufcript 
colle«Slion of Englifh fongs of this period, with the mu- 
fical compofitions of the moft eminent mafters, which had 
once belonged to the lord Fairfax. It afterwards came 
into the hands of a gentleman in the city, who permitted 
jg^reat part of it to be engraved and publifhed. The 
mufic, according to dr. Burney, is fome what uncouth, 
but is ftill better than the poetry. To fmg by note, ap- 
}>ears to have been then an ordinary accomplifhment. 

The fongs ufed at this time, and, indeed, down to the 
Reformation, were moftly in French, Italian, or La- 
tin (138). The mufic-book of prince Arthur is ftill ex- 

1(137) Hiftory of Mufic, U* 91, (138) pitraeyi II, 551. 

tant ; 
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tant : it is full of fongs ; and there is not an Englifh 
word among them. 

Of Henry the Eighths reign the writer of thefe pagea 
has before him a tolerably large manufcript, fomewhat 
refembling the Fairfax colleftion, but more abounding 
in church fervices, hymns, carols, and other religious 
pieces. One of the fongs is much in the manner of 
jSkelton, Jmd not without humour. Another, intitled 
^he kyngis ballad, beginning 

PaiTe tyme with good cumpanyc, 

is probably the compolition of this or the preceding ty- 
rant, each of whom is faid to have had a turn formufic 
and fong(i39). Caligula and Nero affedled the fame 
tafle. 

In the library of the Society of Antiquaries are fcveral 
old printed copies of fongs, on the difgrace of Thomas 
Cromwell, earl of EfTex, which fhould feem to have 
been fung and fold in the flreets. The firil, and perhaps 
beft of them, is reprinted by Percy ( 1 40) . It is fcarccly 
poffible that the fall of Wolfey was lefs diftinguifhed. 

The Reformation appears to have given full as much 
employment to the ballad -makers as to the polemical 
divines. Perhaps, indeed, they were one and the fame 
fet. A few of thefe are to be found in the Reliques. 

It is much to be regretted that we have no fongs of 
Surrey or Wyatt, the two beft poets of that age, and the 
jfirft who made any progrefs in poliihing and improving 
the language : unlefs the latters exquiAte addrefs to his 
lute can be properly deemed one. 

(139) Puttenham (Arte of Englifli Poefie, p. 12.) mentions ** one 
^ Gray** at having grown into feait eftimation with Henry VJII. 
** and afterward with the duke of Somerfet proteAour, fur making 
** certaine merry ballades, whereof one chiefly was, The bunte i»%/p^ 
<* the bunte is •op,"^ There is Hkewife a ipecies of poetical harmony, 
in old books, called <* K. H. mirth, or Freemens Songs.** For the 
meaning of the letters K. H. fir John Hawkins fays, wc are to feek i 
Ihere cannot be a doubt that they mca|i King Hen/yi, 

(140} Ecliques, II. 64. 

c 4 * Lord 
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Lord Vaux the elder is a fong-writer of the two fnU 
lowing reigns. His ^gi^ Lo*ver, of which the grave- 
digger in Hamlet fings a few flanzas, and Cupids jlffaHlt^ 
both prefcrved at the end of Surreys poems, and re- 
printed by Percy, are pieces of no little merit. And, 
in whatever light the beautiful padoral of Hartalus be 
confidered, the author has done hisfelf much injulHce iu 
concealing his name. 

We now arrive at the time of queen Elizabeth ; in 
which we are to look for the origin of the modern Englifh 
fong; notafmgle compofition of that nature, with the 
fmallefl degree of poetical merit, being difcoverablc at 
any preceding period ; and, confequently, none earlyiT 
is to be found in the collection herewith given to the 
public (141). 

We may venture to place Marlow at the head of the 
! numerous fong-writers of this reign ; not more by rea- 
fon of his priority, than on account of his merit. And 
yet his Paftoral Invitation is the only fong of his which 
has defccnded to us ; poiTibly, which he wrote. But the 
beautiful and charafleriftic iimplicity of this little piece 
is fully fufficient to juiHfy the preference here given him 
on the fcore of merit. Wither, better known in the po- 
litical, as well as poetical, annals of the two following 
reiens, muft be efteemed a fongfler of this. Both he 
and Marlow are happily imitated by Raleigh. Spenfer 
has inferted a paftoral fong in his eclogues. Dray- 
ton, a fmooth and poetic writer, has left us two 
or three tolerable fongs ; but his excellence is in 
his larger works. The genius of Shakfpeare was 
as univerfal as it was fublime : his Lyric produce 
tions arc fuperior to thofe of his contemporaries ; 
and than fome of them nothing better has fmce appeared. 

(141] If we could recover that " bunch of ballets and fongi 
<' all ancient,** which captain Cox, the literary mafon of Coventry, 
had " feir wrapt up in parchment and bound with a whipcord ;** <* as 
^ Broom, broom on hih So wo ic me begon, trolylo. Over a whinny 
•• weg. Hey ding a ding. Bonny lafs upon a green. My bony on 
** gave me a bek. By a banic aa J lay { and a hundred more** 
(Langham, Letter from Killingworth, Lon. 1575. SvOf) it it very 
po^blc that the above opinion mi^t prove t rroneoui. 

How 
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How much ought we to regret the valuable time he fa- 
crificed to the ialfe tafle of his age, in the compoAtion of 
above 150 fcnnets (the moft difficult and iniipid metrical 
flru£lure ever invented) « which, though from the pen of 
this immortal bard, we can fcarcely endure to read ! 

Sir Philip Sidney wrote a number of things in and out 
of the Arcadia, which were then efteemed fongs : but 
they are all too much in the affected and unnatural man- 
ner of the Italian and Spanifli poets, to deferve this cha- 
rafter at prefent. His friend, lord Brooke, has, how- 
ever, left us one piece, which will be always accepted as 
a good fong. And fome of the performances of Francis 
Davifon appear the effufions of a real poetical genius, 
.and deferve much praife. 

I'he queen herlelf had a turn for poetry, which (he 
did not difdain to cultivate. Specimens of her talents 
are preferved in fome contemporary publications ; but 
none of them appears to be a perfect fong. 

Vere earl of Oxford, mafter Edwards of the queens 
chapel, George Gafcoigne, Nicholas Breton, and manjr 
other diflinguifhed and inferior poets, are among tht 
fong-writers of this reign. 

The earlieft drinking fong of any merit, in the Ian* 
guage, is that inferted at page 71. of the fecond volume. 
How much, if at all, elder it is than the dramatic piece 
in which it is preferved does not appear. 

It is, likewife, to the age of this princefs we arc to re- 
fer the origin of the Englifh ballad. That the common 
people of this, like thofe of almofl every other country, 
have always, even in their rudeft ftate, had fongs to ce- 
lebrate or record national or local occurrences, by whom- 
foever they may have been compofed, is an incontro- 
vertible fad. Unfortunately, however, of thefe pieces 
not more than two, both already noticed, are known to 
cxift{x42). All the reft, not having been collefted or 

(142) It may be proper to mention that the balUd of Captain Car, 
printed by Percy under the Scotiih title of Edtm (Adam) Gordon^ it 
extant in a MS. of queen Eliaabeths time. But whether this be ori- 
ginally EngliHi, or only an alteration from the Scoti/h, and whether 
the name lubjoincd be that of the author or tranfcriber, are circum* 
ft^nces altogether uncertun* 

cnterod 
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entered in large volumes, nor ever printed, are irrecor 
verabljr loft. What a treafure would it be to pofTefs a 
colledion of the vulgar fongs compofed and Aing during 
the civil wars of York and Lancafter, in which almoft 
jevery moment afforded fome great, noble, interefting or 

Sathetic fubjeft for the imagination of the poet ! How 
elightful, how inftrudlive, would be the perufal of 
fuch a little hiftory of that turbulent and bloody pe- 
riod ! The ponderous tomes of Lydgate and Occleve 
have defcended to us in the higheft prefervation ; one 
would gladly facrifice the whole for a fmgle page ! But 
the fongs of which we are fpeakine appear to have 
J)om fo little refemblance to the ftile and manner of 
the old ballads with which wc are now acquainted, and 
from which a part of the prefent colledion is formed, 
that we may fairly infer that not one of the latter 
rxifted before the reign of ihe above princefs. The 
learned and ingenious bifhop Percy has, indeed, pub- 
lifhed a work, m which a confiderable number of ^ilgs 
and ballads, that have never otherwife appeared, are af- 
cribed to a very remote antiquity ; an antiquity altoge- 
^er incompatible with the ftile and language of the 
compofttions theirfelves, moft of which, one may be al- 
lowed to fay, bear the ftrongeft intrinfic marks of a 'very 
modern date. But the genuinenefs of thefe pieces can- 
not be properly inveftigated or determined without ai| 
infpedion of the original manufcript, from which they 
are faid to be extraded. As to the ancient black letter 
copies of the more common Englifh ballads, of which 
there are feveral collections extant (143), not more than 
three are fo old as the fixtecnth century, nor double the 
number of a more early date than the reign of king 
Charles II. The reft, to the amount of many hundreds, 
appear to have been printed between the Reftoration* and 
the commencement of the prefent century. It is not, 
however, meant by this to infmuate that none of thofe in 

(143] The largeft it one of 5 fols. in the Pepyfian library $ the 
next one of i in the library of the late major Pearibn. There is ano- 
ther in the Britiib, and a fourth in the Aihmolcan mufcumt 

tht 
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the two laft defer ipdons are of equal antiqaity, in 
point of compofition, with thofe in the firH : the con* 
trary is certain. That thefe ballads were originall/ 
coxnpofed for public fingers by profeffion, and perhaps im- 
mediately for printers, bookfellers, or thofe who vended 
fuch like things, is highly probable. But whether they 
were, in every cafe, firft publiftied in fingle (heets, ara 
hot, till afterwards colleded into Garlands ^ or whether 
they made their iirft appearance in fuch colledions, does 
not clearly appear. Thomas Deloney and Richard John- 
fon, writers by profefiion of amufing books for the popu- 
lace, were famous ballad-makers about this period. And 
could we be affured that they were the real authors of 
the Garlands^ or colledlions publifhed under their re- 
fpe£live names, we might be able to refer moft of the 
ballads in the prefent coUedion to the one or to the other. 
Elderton has been pronounced peerlefs in the compofition 
of ballads (144)* From him the laurel defcended to 
Martin Parker, the lail, perhaps, who was any way ce- 
lebrated on this account. 

The reign of queen Elizabeth is alfo the a^e of Ma- 
drigals, Catches and Glees : but, as thefe, though 
fomewhat partaking of the nature of fong, claim a 
much nearer affinity with Euterpe than with Poly- 
hymnia, it will be fufficient to havp jufl mentioned 
them. 

Among the fongflers of James the Firfts time, one 
is pleafed to meet the name of that elegant writer and 
accomplifhed gentleman fir Henry Wotton. Dr. Donnes 
imitation of Marlow, and other pieces, intitle him to a 
J)lace in the lifl. And of the lollowing fong by Bci^ 
Jonfon, Anacreon, had Anacreon written in EngliCh^ 
peed not have been afhamed. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes. 

And I will pledge with mine. 
Or leave a kiis but in the cup, 

And I'll not look for wine : 

( 744] See Soog XLIIC. Part III. Ont of hii ballads ii icprinte* 
byPercy. * 

Tilt 
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The thirft that from the foul doth rile 

Doth a(k a drink divine. 
But might I of Joves ne6bu' fup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I Cent thee late a rofy wreath. 

Not fo much honouring tliee^ 
As giving it a chance that there 

It could not withered be : 
But thou thereon did'it only breathe. 

And fentd it back to me, 
Since when it grows and i'mells, I fwear, 

Not of itlelf, but thee. 

The facetious bifhop Corbett is likewife an author of 
this reign. His Fairies Fartwell and D'tftraBed Puritan y 
have much humour and merit. I'he poems of Carew 
afford many excellent fongs : a little more iimplicity 
might have conifiderablv increafed the number. Bifhop 
King, whom it would be injuilice to forget^ mnft have 
written toward the end of this reign. 

Waller, born in 1605, maybe efleemedthe firft fong- 
writer, as well as the bell poet of the reign of Charles I. 
Milton has left us a few fones, which would have ap- 
peared to poiTefs more merit if they had fallen from an 
author of lefs dignity. Sucklings chtf i^awort is his 
r II tell thee Dick, It is to be regretted that the poetical 
excellence of this celebrated compofition fhould be de- 
graded by groflhefs of fentiment and impurity of lan- 
guage. Butler and fir John Denham chiefly uenalized 
theirfelves in fpirited attacks on the gloomy and barba- 
rous Roundheads. Indeed the Rebellion and Ufurpation 
form the epoch of fatyric fongs ; with which the Cavaliers 
feem, until the Refloration, to have kept up a conilant 
poetic fire, which, if it did not any great execution, at 
leaft kept the attention of loyalty awake, and, in fome 
meafure, no doubt, contributed to that happy event. 

Cowley, who commenced author at a very early age, 
IS likewife to be confidered as a fong- writer of this reign. 
His Chronicle is an admirable performance, and, had 
his judgement and tafte been eq^ual to his vivacity and 

wit. 
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vfity would not have been the only fong he had left ns to 
commend. Lovelace^ L'Eftrange^ and Shirley, were 
alfo writers of foqgs in this reign. 

The reign of Charles the Second is the Augufhm agt 
of fong : no period having produced fo great a number 
iof excellent writers in this fpecies of poetry. This 
prince was not only the admirer and patron of the art, 
he cultivated it hisfelf. We have a fong of his, be- 
ginning 

I pals all my hours in a ihady old grove, 

which, though by no means remarkable for poetical 

merit, has certainly enough for the compofition of a 

king. Dryden was undoubtedly great in every fpecies 

of poetry, but the fones of Etherege, Eaton, Scdley, 

Rochefler, Dorfet, and Sheffield (afterwards duke of 

Bucks), are mafter-pieces in this ; fome of them being 

abfolutely without equal in the language. Amongft 

thefe is to be ranked Dorfets incomparable addrefs to ue 

ladies, written at fea, on the eve of an engagement ( 145 )«^ 

Otways pathetic remonftrance to his inexorable mif- 

trefs, would have entitled him to the chara6icr of an 

elegant writer, even if it had been his only compofition. 

Scroop, Walfh, and many other £bng-writers of merit, 

are to be fmgledout of 

The mob of gentkmen who wrote with eaie. 

. Mrs. Behn deferves a more particular acknowlegement. 
And we fhould do injuflice to a laborious, and, according 
to his own account, moft fuccefsful and happy writer, 
were we to omit the honoured name of Tom D'Urfey ; 
who, befides that he compofed more fongs, perhaps, 
than all his contemporaries put together ; moft of them 
being great favourites with the nation, and many of 
them ftill remaining fo, particularly his loyal ode of 
yoy u great Cafar ; which, once ecchoed by all ranks, 
is yet frequently chanted with delight ; and, as mr. Ad- 

(145) It 18 ftrange that any perfon ihould Ve To blind to the plain- 
tive tendierneis of this elegant performance as to miftake the wit and 
point with which it abounds for intentional burlefque! 

difofl 
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difim pleafantly ohferYCS, gave the Whigs (to whoaif 
boneft Tom was a fworn foe, till he lived to fee them gei 
into power) a blow they were never able to recover du- 
nng that reign ; was a verv good mufician^ and pof- 
ttSkd an excellent voice ; with which he had frequently 
the high honour to entertaih his majeily at Newmarket 
aad el fe where ; the godd-natured monarch familiariy 
tondefcending to hold the papcr^ and accompany his 
artful fhrains, or beat the time by gentle taps upon hi^ 
fhoolder (146). 

The ihort time of the mifguided and unfortunate 
Junes might pafs unnoticed. We only difcovcr, in the 
party fongs of this period, the moil rancourous hatred 
dilblayed in the groffefl fcurrility. But what an afto- 
BifhineefFedthere vulgar and defpicable rhapfodies had 
npon me temper of the times, we may, in fome mea- 
fore conjedlure from the brags of that unprincipled cha- 
tader, lord (afterwards marquis of) Wharton, who 
was wont to boaft that, by the moft foolifh of them 
all (i47)» he had rimed the king out of bis dominions. 

James was not infenfible to the powers of poetry and 
wit ; he had conceived a great friendfliip for Wycherly,^ 
on whom he bellowed many favours. We mention this 
poet as a fong-writer ; but all his performances, as fuch, 
however well adapted they might be to the licentiouif 
manners and too luxuriant wit of his age, are now de^ 
fenredly negleded. 

The Revolution, one may be certdh, jdid not takt 
place without giving rife to numbers of fongs and bal- 
lads both for and againU that important event. But all 
of them are too flrongly tinctured with the venom of 
party, to retain the Icafl appearance of merit. 

The prince who obtained pofTeflion of the vacant 
throne was too much of the phlegmatic Dutchman to be 
fenfible of the merit, or fufceptible of the power of 

(146) The king underilood mufic fufficiently to fing the tenor part 
of an eafy fong. He would fometimes fing with mr. GoAling, one of 
the gentlemen of his chapel, who was maOer of a fine foicej the 
4ulce of York accompanying them on the guitar* Hawkins, IV. 359. 

(147) LiUiburlero. See Percy. II. 367. 

poetry. 
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poetry, mafic, or fong. Even the harp of Orpheus 
would have made no impreffion upon him. Her majcfty, 
however, as we learn from a curious anecdote, had not 
facrificed to a throne her infantine relifh for the homely 
Englilh ballad (148). 

Prior is the firft poet of eminence we meet with after 
this period. His fongs are numerous ; moft of them arc 
fpirited, ingenious, and witty ; a few are tender, fen- 
timental and pathetic ; all excellent of their kind. 
Lanfdown, a writer of name, has left us fome indifferent 
fongs. Congreve, gay, fpritely, and licentious, toa 
frequently fufFered his wit to furprife his judgement. 
The little piece, however, beginning 

Falfe though (he be to me and love, 

is no unpleafmg proof of what he was capable of^ 
The fongs of Rowe, on the contrary, are all loft, ten- 
der and plaintive. The confequence is, that his De- 
/pairing Sbipbird will be admired when Buxom Joan is 
entirely forgotten. 

With Steel, who has left fuch a favorable fpecimen of 
his talents for two different kinds of fong, the tender 
and the lively, as to make us regret they were not more 
exerted, we may commence the reign of queen Ann, 

(X4S) " The queen having a mind one afternoon to be entertained 
^ with mufic, fent to mr. Goftllng, then one of the chapel, and af- 
** terwards fubdean of St. Pauls, to Henry Purcell and mrs. ArabeiU 
'* Hunt, who had a very fine voice, and an admirable hand on the 
*< lute, with a requeft to attend her ; they obeyed her commands ; 
*< mr. Goftling and mrs. Hunt Tung feveral compofitions of Purceli, 
*' who accompanied them on the harpfichord ; at length the queen be- 
<< ginning to grow tired, aiked mrs. Hunt if fhe could not fing the 
** old Scots ballad ' Cold and Raw*, mrs. Hunt anfwered yes, and 
'* Tung it to her lute. Purcell was all the while ficting at the harpfi- 
^ chord unemployed, and not a little nettled at the queeo*s preference 
« of a vulgar ballad to his mufic ; but feeing her majefty delighted 
<' with this tune, he determined that ihe (hould hear it upon another 
« occafion ; and accordingly in the next birth-day fong, vie. that for 
*< the year 1692, he compofed an air to the words, ' May her bright 
*< example chace vice in troops out of the land,* the bafs whereof it 
<< the tune to Cold and Raw; it is printed in the fccond part of the 
<< Orpheus Britannicus, and is note for note the fame with the Scott 
« tune.'' Hawkins, IV. 6. 

Philipses 
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Philipses happy vcrfion of Sappho is de(ervedly efleemed 
a confiderablc acqui/ition to Englifh Tcng. The name 
of Addifon will do the fubjedl more credit than the two 
pieces to which it could with certainty be prefixed may 
be thought to do him. The firfl of them, however, is 
in the true fpirit of Rochefter, and has abundant merit. 
And there is fome reafon to fufpe^ that many of his befl 
fongs have been ufually printed either under a different 
name, or without any name at all. Tickell has united 
the tendcrell fentiments with the moft interefting narra- 
tive : Colin and Lury is unrivaled. Of the few longs of 
Parnell, though none of thenv feems to be remarkable 
for that peculiar fweetnefs which diflinguifhes his more 
ferious compofitions, the little paftoral in the prefent 
volume has been always admired. Hill, without his 
afFeftation and love of conceit, would have been, if 
not a poet, a fong-writer of eminence. He is one of 
thofc writers whom we can hardly praife, and muft be 
loth to condemn. Byroms beautiful and celebrated 
padoral fong of Colin and Phoebe was the oroduftion 
of this ajra. Of this fpecies of fong fimplicity is the 
principal requisite, but even fimplicity may be af- 
ledled, excefTive and puerile, and fuchhas, not, perhaps, 
without reafon, been pronounced the fault of this po- 
pular performance ; though much may, doubtlefs, be 
allcdgedin extenuation ofit, from the nature of hisfub- 
je6l and the pradlice of greater writers. 

Gay, the accomplifhed, the inimitable Gay, is the 
ornament of the enfuine reign. The infinite obliga- 
tions which the lovers of long are under to this admirable 
writer can never be fufficiently exprefled. Lively, hu- 
mourous, witty, elegant, tender and pathetic; happy 
and fuccefsful in whatever the univerfality of his genius 
prompted him to undertake ; his fpirit, his fentiment, 
his language are pure nature ; and, while a love of 
poetry and fong, or a particle of tafte remains among 
us, will certainly be remembered, and mull always 
pleafe. I'hc ingenious and libertine duke of Wharton 
IS a fong-writer of this period. Booth, Croxall, Con- 
canen, Budgoll, lady M. W. Montague, fir W, Yonge, 

and 
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and others^ are indtled, with various degrees of merits 
to the fame charader. Carey ought not to be motioned 
without every commendation* His happy implicit/ 
and unaffedled maniler interefl and chat'm the reader of 
liatural tafte. Sally in our ally was a particular favourite of 
mr. Addifon ; aiid his judgment^ which, however, wants 
no countenance, is confirmed by its popularity. 

The name of Pope will fhed a lufbre over the long 
reign of George Ih in which we have the gratification 
to introduce him. The iingle performance he conde« 
fcended to leave is art exquifite parody or fatirical imita- 
tion, written in i733> in the charadler of '' a perfon of 
•' quality," of the fafhionable fing-fong of that and th0 
preceding age. It was inadvertently omitted in the coI« 
ledion, but the reader will not be fofry to find It 
Here* 

Fluttering ipread thy purple pinions^ 

Gentle Cupid, o'er my hearty 
I a flave in thy dominions ; 

Nature muft give way to ait. 

Mild Arcadians^ ever blooming. 

Nightly nodding o'er your fiockSf 
See my weary days confuming 

All beneath yon flowery rocks. 

Thus the Cypnan goddeis weepings 

MournM Adonis, darling yoiith | 
Him the boar, in filence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth* 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers } 

Fair Difcretion ftringthe lyrej 
Sooth my ever- waking flumbirs : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir« 

Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains. 
Lead me to the cryftai mirrors. 

Watering foft Elyfian j^ains* 

Vol. II. f Mournful 
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Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow. 

Gilding my Aurelias brows, 
Morpheus hovering o*er my pillow. 

Hear rae pay my dying vows. 

Melancholy finooth meander, 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flowery chaplcts crown'd. 

Thus when Philomela drooping. 

Softly leeks her abient mate* 
See the bird of Juno (looping. 

Melody rellgns to fate (149), 

While this great poet was thus endeavouring to laugh 
out of countenance the flowery inflpidity, difcordant 
images, and unnatural conceit of a favourite fpecies of 
love fong, his friend Swift was employed in turning into 
deferved ridicule the flrange afFedled mufical jargon then 
in vogue (150). And never, furely, was anything 
more juftly conceived, or more happily executed than 
thefe two efforts of wit and genius in fupport of com- 
mon fenfc and true tafle. Nor does a want of fuccefs^ 
(if that be the cafe) any way detrad from, or le/Ten the 
merit of the attempt. Swift, who might, with equal 
propriety, have been placed in either of the two preced- 
ing reigns, produced a number of political, fatirical, 
and jocofe pieces, upon common and popular fubjefU, 
which appear to have been designed for the capacity and 
notice of the vulgar, in aid of the cantilena tri'vi^t of 
his time. Cleaver Tom Clinch is a mafter-piece in its way. 
But how far thefe compofitions fuited the comprehenfion 
and taltc of an Englilh or Irilh mob we are not certified. 
I'hc known fong-writers of this period are, as it might 
be naturally expeded, indifferently numerous, and many 

(149) Compare Sung XL. Clafs 1. See alfo Hiirs Poems. The 
siufical reader will be at no lofs for a pertinent tune, who r^colleQs 
the admired air of 

How imperfect is expreflion, 
a compofition in the true fpirit of Pope. 

(150} Sec his incooiparable Cantata, fet by Lairpe* 

of 



ON NATIONAL SONG. Ixvil 

of them of the firft eminence. The beautiful fongs of 
Lyttelton refemble the gentle murmurs of the turtle ; 
Shenflone fings with all the elegant fimplicity of an Ar- 
cadian fhepherd ; and the nightingales plaintive ftrains 
are emulated by the elegiac tendemefs of Collins. Chef- 
terfield has left a few fongs ; they are neat and pointed, 
and would not have deferved lefs commendation if the 
flippant mufe of their noble author could have been always 
kept within the pale of delicacy and virtue. The 
names of Middlefex and Glover will be immortalifed by 
^rjn)s Fale and Hojiers Gboft, The compofitions, at leaft, 
will fcarcely be forgotten, if the authors fhould. Dr. Johnf. 
fon, though ftill living, is a fong-writer of this reign. Se- 
veral of his performances are inferted in the prefent col- 
ledion. But fong is a province in which* this great writer 
does not appear with his ufual advantage. His pen is 
much too heavy for fo light a fubjedl. Mr. Jenyns ftands 
in the fame predicament ; not, indeed, as to the cha- 
racter of his compofitions, which for the graces of ftile 
and manner admit few fuperiors. The caufe of poetry, 
indeed, is more indebted to this elegant writer than that 
of virtue and innocence. But the fituation of his mod 
reprehenfible produdion in the prefent volume will 
ierve as an antidote to the poifon it contains. 

Dr. Daltons additions to Miltons Mafk have unexam* 
pled merit. The many elegant and fpirited fongs which 
he has fo judiciously introduced into this admirable drama 
are fome of the moft finifhed and beautiful compofitions 
in the language. All of them were not, it muft be con* 
fefled, equally proper for the prefent publication, but no 
reflection is intended to be thrown on thofe which have 
been defignedly omitted ; as there is not one which docs 
not, in fome degree, contribute to the perfedion and 
moral of the piece. 

Mr. Whitehead, the prefent laureat, has given us two 
excellent fongs. It were to be wifhed that the nature" of 
his office had obliged him to furnifti us with more. His 
annual odes, though, doubtlefs, far fuperior to thofe of 
his predecefibrs, are feldom remembered ; but Te hellts 
andytfiirts will be never forgotten. 

f 2 Moore 
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Moore is one of the mod pleafmg and natural of our 
fong writers. Thejuflnefs and beauty of his fentiments, 
and the agreeable familiarity of his language and man- 
ner, render him equally intelligible and delightful to all 
ranks ; at lead wherever nature can be judge. With lefs 
tlFef^ation, Smart would probably have been in titled to a 
fimilar character. 

Dr. Percy, now bifhop of Dromore, the editor of, 
and author of fome pieces in the Reliques of ancient Eng" 
lijh Pottryy fo frequently noticed, has, independent of 
bis contributions to that work, favoured the public with 
one moft beautiful fong. It would not depreciate the 
merit, though it might affefl the originality, of this ele- 
gant compofition, if it were univerially known to be a 
idofe imitation of fome of the moil tender and poetical 
pafTages in Henry and Emma* 

The late mr. Dodflcy, dr. Akenfide, dr. Hawkef- 
Worth, mr. Brerewood, mrs. Pilkington, (the two laflof 
whom deferve particular commendation, although the 
praife due to the former on account of the two pieces here 
mferted is neceffarily accompanied with the ccnfure due 
tphim pn account of the two which were obliged to be 
omitted) fir C. H. Williams and fir J. Moore are fong- 
.writers of confequence in this reign. The lift might un- 
doubtedly be increafed with names no lefs refpedlable. 
And there arc numerous com pofit ions, which, though 
Ithey might do credit to any author, have been claimed 
by none. 

The fertile but licentious imagination of Stevens has 
fupplicd us with a volume of longs. It has been the 
^uay of this celebrated bard (for he fung what he com- 
pofed) to promote the hilarity of the feftive board, and 
•' fet the table on a roar.*' And it is only fair to fay, 
that his attempts have generally proved fuccefsful. But 
as the convivial difpofition of thofc whom it was his bu- 
finefs to plcafe was not charaftcrifed by its delicacy, 
many of his compofitions are fuch as, in a purer age, 
would have obtained him rather infamy than credit! 
Woty^ a eenius of a fimilar turn, is intitled, though ii^ 
a (mailer degree, to the fame kind of praife. 

The 
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The Faudevilks which Ganick and Paul Whitehead 
compofed for the ftage toward the end of this reign are 
excellent in their kind, and well dcferved the popularity 
they acquired. One of thefe pieces is inferted in the 
prefent colledlion (Vol. II. p. 56). Hearts of Oak hzs 
even greater merit, and Inftory <wire told is without its 
equal in the language. 

The cultivation and improvement of fong is not among 
the blefHngs of the prefent reign. The number of 
writers and productions of merit in this, and indeed in 
every other fpecies of poetry, is comparatively fmall. 
We have one fong by Churchill, and a few by Lloyd : 
but thefe compofitions, though certainly not devoid of 
merit, are far from being equal to their poetical abilities. 
Goldfmitn and Cunningham are fong-writers of this 
period. And fince it is not the extent but the excellence 
of the compofition which conftitutes the poet, if the for- 
mer had produced nothing but the two ftanzas inferted 
under his name in the prefent volume, he would have 
been entitled to an eminent rank. Cunningham, though 
not equal to his countryman (151) in native genius, and 
ftill lefs fo in learned application, poffefTes a pleafing iim- 
plicity which cannot fail to recommend him to a reader of 
unadulterated tafte. This fimplicity may, perhaps, in 
fome of his compofitions, be thought too great ; but 
when it is known that they were neceffarily adapted to 
the intellects of a country theatre, little cenfure can be 
juftljr incurred by the poet. 

BickerftafF has been fortunate that fo many of his bell 
fongs can be detached from the dramatic characters to 
- which they belong. Had his integrity and candour been 
equal to his genius, he would have merited a greater 
praife. To the amiable mufe of mrs. Barbauld we are 
confiderably indebted. The ingenious and elegant 
author of the School for Scandal hzs fhewn that the drama 
is not the only fpecies of the poetical art at his command. 
Hifi fongs are not lefs remarkable for their Angularity than 

(151) They were both from Ireland j and born in the fame year. 

for 
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tereft and afleft the mind beTond my other fpecies of mu- 
fical modnlation. Bat, as an accurate invelligation and 
ample difcoffion of this curioas and important fubje^l is 
intended for a fntnre opportunity, when it will be natu- 
Tally expedled, and may more properly appear, it is 
tlKHight fnfficient, on the prefent occafion, juft to inform 
the raider that the omiffion has not been onintentional. 
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LOVE-SONGS. 
CLASS I. 



SONG I. 

AH ChloHs ! could I now but £i 
As uDconcem'd, as when 
Your infant beauty could beget 

No happiuers nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire. 

And prais'd the coming day, 
I little thought the rifing fire 
Would take my red away. 

Your charms in haimleA childhood layf 

Like metals in a mine ; 
Age from no face takes more away. 
Than yoDtb conceal'd in thine. 
Vot. r. B 
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Botas your channs inCenBhly 

To their perfedion prell ; 
So love as anperceiv'd did fly. 

And center'd in my breaft* 

My paflion with your beauty grew. 

While Cupid at my heart. 
Still as his mother £ivour*d you. 

Threw a new flaming dart. 
Each gloried in their wanton part ; 

To make a lover, he 
Employed the utmoft of his art ; 

To make a beauty, flie. O. 



SONG IL 
BY MISS A I K I N*. 

WHEN firft upon your tender cheek 
I (aw the mom of beauty break 
With mild and chearing beam, 
I bow'd before your infant fhrine, 
The earlieft fighs you had were mine. 
And you my darling theme. 

I faw you in that opening morn 
For beautys boundlefs empire bom, 

And firft confefsM your fway ; 
And ere your thoughts, devoid of art. 
Could learn the value of a hearty 

I gave my heart away. 

* Now inn. BattNiuld. 

I watch'd 
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I watchM the dawn of eveiy grace. 
And gaz'd upon that angel face. 

While yet 'twas fafe to gaze ; 
And fondly blefs'd each riling charm. 
Nor thought fuch innocence could harm 

The peace of future days. 

But now defpotic o'er the plains 
The aweful noon of beauty reigns. 

And kneeling crouds adore ; 
Thefe charms arifc too fiercely bright. 
Danger and death attend the fight. 

And I muft hope no more. 

Thus to the rifing god of day 
Their early vows the Periians pay. 

And blefs the fpreading fire ; 
Whofe glowing chariot mounting (bon 
Pours on their heads the burning noon^i 

They ficken and expire. 



SONG III. 

WHEN firft I faw thee graceful move. 
Ah me I what meant my throbbing breafl ? 
Say, foft confufion, art thou love ? 
* If love thou art, then farewell reft ! 

Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair. 

Though hopelefs of a warm return. 
Yet kill me not with cold defpair ; 

But kt me live, and let me burn. 

B 2 With 
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With gentle fmilet aflWage the pain 
Thofe gentle fmiles did firft create : 

And, though you cannot love again^ 
In pity, oh ! forbear to hate. 



SONG IV. 
THE INCHANTMENT. 

BY MR. OTWAY. 

I Did bnt look and love a while, 
'Twas bat for one half hour ; 
Then to refift I had no will. 
And now I have no pow'r. 

To fighy and wiih, is all my eafe ; 

Sighsy which do heat impart. 
Enough to melt the coldeft ice. 

Yet cannot warm your heart. 

O i would your pity give my heart 

One comer of your breaft; 
'Twould learn of yours the winning art> 

And quickly fleal the reft* 

S N G V. 

BY VISCOUNT MOLESWORTH. 

ALMERIAS face, her ibape, her air. 
With charms refiftlefs wound the heart; 
In vain you for defence prepare. 
When from her tyu Love throws his dart. 

S« 



LOVE. SONGS. 

So ilrong, fo fwift the arrow fliesy 
Such fure deftrudUon flying makes ; 

The bold oppofer quickly dies I 
The fugitive it overtakes \ 

Nor ilratagem» por force avails^ 
No feign'd fubmiffion fets you freti 

One look o'er all your art prevails. 
There's no way fafe but not to fee! 

For fuch the magic of her arms. 
And wounding (he does fo allure ; 

The unexperienced court their harms | 
The wounded never wift a cur?. 



SONG VI. 
THE VAIN A D VI C E. 

BY MRS. COCKBURN. 

AH gaze not on thofe eyes ! forbear 
That foft inchanting voice to hear : 
Not looks of bafiliiks give furer death. 
Not Syrens fing with more deftruftive breath. 

Fly, if thy freedom thou'dft maintain. 

Alas ! I feel, th' advice is vain ! 
A heart, whofe fafety but in* flight does lie. 
Is too far loft to have the pow'r to fly* 

B 3 SONG 
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SONG vn. 

BY AARON HILL £ S Q^ 

OH ! forbear to bid me flight her. 
Soul and fenfes take her part ; 
Could my death itfelf delight her. 

Life ihottld leap, to leave my heart. 
Strong, though fofc, a lovers chain, 
Charm'd with woe, and pleas'd with pain* 

Though the tender flame were dying. 
Love would light it, at her eyes ; 

Or, her tuneful voice applying. 
Through my ear, my foul furprife. 

Deaf, I fee the fate I fhun ; 

Blind, I hear I am undone. 



SONG vin. 



w 



HILE from my looks, fair nymph, you guefs 
The fecret paffions of my mind. 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefs 
A heart to love and grief indin'd. 



There needs, alas ! but little art 
To have thia fatal fecret found ; 

With the fame eafe you threw the dart 
'Tis certain you may fhow the wound* 



How 
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How can I fee you and not love. 
While you as opening Eaft are fair ? 

While cold as Northern blails you prove» 
How can I love and not defpair? 

The wretch in double fetters bound 
Your potent mercy may releafe ; 

Soon, if my love but once were crown'd. 
Fair prophetefs ! my grief would ceafe. 



SONG IX. 
THE SNOW-BALL. 

FROM FETRONIUS AFRANIU8. 

BY SOAME JENYNS E S Q^, 

WHIT E as her hand, fair Julia threw 
A ball of filver fnow; 
The frozen globe fir*d as it flew. 
My bofom felt it glow. 

Strange pow'r of love ! whofe great comouind 

Can thus a fnow-ball arm ; 
When fent, fair Julia, from thy hand, 

Ev'n ice itfelf can warm. 

B 4 Hov? 
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How (hould we then fecare our hearts ; 

Loves pow*r we all mud feel ; 
Who thus can, by flrange magic arts. 

In ice his flame conceal. 

'^18 thou alone^ fair Julia, khow, 
Canft quench my fierce defire ; 

But not with water, ice, or fnow. 
But with an equal fire. 



SONG X. 

BY SIR JOHN VANBRUGH*. 

I Smile at Love, and all his arts. 
The charming Cynthia cried ; 
Take heed, for Lrove has piercing darts, 
A wounded Twain replied : 

Once free, and bleft, as you are now, 

I trifled with his charms, 
I pointed at his little bow. 

And fported with his arms : 

Till urg'd too far — Revenge, he cries ! 

A fatal fhaft he drew, 
Which took its pafTage through your eyes, 

And to my heart it flew : 



* Ja the comedy of The Relapfe. 



To 
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To tear it thence I tried in vain. 
To ftrivc, I quickly found. 

Was only to increafe the pain. 
And mortify the wound ; 

Too well, alas ! I fear, you know 

What anguifli I endure, 
Since what your eyes alone could do, 

Your heart alone can cure. 



S O N G XI. 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER^ 

WHILST on thofe lovely looks I gaze. 
To fee a wretch purfuing. 
In raptures of a blefl amaze. 
His pleafing happy ruin ; 
'Tis not for pity that I move ; 

His fate is too afpiring, 
Whofe heart, broke with a load of love. 
Dies wifhing and admiring. 

But if this murder you'd forego. 

Your flave from death removing, 
Let me your art of charming know. 

Or learn you mine of loving. 

But 
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But whether life or death betide. 
In love 'tis equal meafure ; 

The vidor lives with empty pride. 
The vanquiih'd die with pleafure* 



SONG xn. 

Ilik'd, but never lov'd» before 
I faw thy charming face ; 
Now ty*Ty feature I adore. 
And dote on cv'ry grace. 

She ne*er (hall know the kind deiire 

Which her cold look denies, 
Unlefs my heart, that's all on fire, 

Should fparklc through my eyes. 

Then if no gentle glance return 

A filent leave to fpeak. 
My heart, which would for ever burn. 

Mull figh, alas ! and break. O. 



SONG 
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SONG xm. 

BY MR. ADDISON. 

MY love was fickle once and changing. 
Nor e'er would fettle in my heart ; 
From beauty dill to beauty ranging. 
In every face I found a dart. 

'Twas firft a charming fhape enflav'd me. 

An eye then gave the fatal ftroke : 
Till by her wit Corinna fav'd me. 

And all my former fetters broke. 

But now a long and lading anguifh 

For Belvidera I endure ; 
Hourly I figh, and hourly languiih. 

Nor hope to find the wonted cure. 

For here the falfe inconftant lover. 

After a thoufand beauties fhown. 
Does new furprifing charms difcovcr, ^ 

And finds variety in one. 

SONG XIV. 

1 Never faw a face till now, 
* That could my fancy move ; 
I lik'd, and ventur'd many a vow. 
But duril not think of love : 

Till 
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Till beauty charming cv'ry fenfe. 

An eafy conquefl made ; 
And fhow'd the vainnefs of defence. 

When Phillis does invade. 

But oh ! her colder heart denies 

The thoughts her looks infpire ; 
And while in ice that frozen lies. 

Her eyes dart only fire. 
Between extremes I am undone. 

Like plants too Northward fet ; 
Burnt by too violent a fun. 

Or ftarv'd for want of heat* O. 



SONG XV. 

WITH women I have pafs'd my days. 
And ev'ry minute blefs'd ; 
No fccrct figh controul'd my eafe. 

No wifh difturb'd my reft. 
Thus, void of care, my hours have flown. 
For ftili I found my heart my own. 

I often prais'd a handfome face, 

Extoird a fparkling eye. 
And fafe, 'examined cv'ry grace. 

Without a real iigh. 
Thus, void of care, my hours have flown. 
For ftill I found my heart my own. 



I heard 
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I heard the force of fpritely wit. 

With fb-ength of reafon fir'd. 
Thoughts that a mufes tongue might fit. 

And each bright turn admir'd. 
Thus, void of care, my hours have flown. 
For ftill I found my heart my own. 

I liften'd to the Syrens voice 

By magic art improved ; 
The Syren could not fix my choice. 

The fong alone I lov'd. 
Thus, void of care, my hours have flown. 
For dill I found my heart my own. 

But now, o Love I own thy reign, 

I find thee in my heart ; 
I know, I feel the pleafing pain, 

*Twas Chloe threw the dart. 
Chloe her utmoft power has fliown. 
My heart is now no more my own, 

I faw, I heard, and felt the flame. 

For Chloe fmil'd and fpoke ; 
O Cupid, take another aim. 

Or elfc my heart is broke ! 
To Chloe let the dart be thrown, 
And make her heart no more her own. 



SONG 
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SONG XVI. 

T T 7 HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
V V My ravifh'd eyes reprove. 
And chide them from the only face 

They can behold with love ? 
To fhun your fcorn, and eafe my care, 

I feek a nymph more kind ; 
And, while I rove from fair to fair. 

Still gentle ufage find. 

But oh ! how faint is ev*Ty joy, 

Where nature has no part; 
New beauties may my eyes employ. 

But you engage my heart. 
So redlefs exiles doomed to roam. 

Meet pity every where ; 
Yet languifh for their native home. 

Though death attends them there. 

SONG xvir. 

BY LORD LYTTELTON*. 

SAY, Myra, why is gentle Love 
A ilranger to chat mind ; 
Which pity and efteem can move ; 
Which can be juft and kind ? 

Is It, becaufe you fear to (hare 

The ills that love molell. 
The jealous doubt, the tender care. 

That rack the am'rous breaft ? 

• " Written ia the year 1732." 



Alas! 
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Alas ! by fome degree of woe 

We ev'ry blifs muft gain : 
The heart can ne'er a tranfport know. 

That never feels a pain. 



SONG XVIII. 

BY MATHEW PRIOR E S (^ 

IN vain you tell your parting lover. 
You wifh fair winds may waft him over 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove. 
That bear me far from what 1 love ? 
Alas ! what dangers on the main 
Can equal thofe that I fuftain. 
From flighted vows and cold difdain ? 

Be gentle, and in pity chufe 
To wifh the wildeft tempefls loofe : 
That thrown again upon the coaft. 
Where firfl my fhipwreck*d heart was loft, 
I may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of flighted vows, and cold difdain. 



SONG XIX. 

FAIN would you cafe my troubled heart. 
And by examples prove. 
That men unhurt may feel the dart. 
And bear the pangs of love. 

Why 
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Why fhould not I then undergo 
The gcn'ral doom of all ? 

*Tis granted, moil furvive the blow. 
Yet many by it fall. 

Your counfels may my thanks engage. 
But not my love controul ; 

Alas ! fuch juleps ne*er aflWage 
This fever of the fouL 

Such to the burning patient give. 
When fate approaches nigh, 

Tell him that thoufands through it live, 
Wliile he muft by it die* 



SONG XX. 

WHY, Delia, ever when I gaze. 
Appears in frowns that lovely face ? 
Why are thefe fmilcs to me denied 
That gladden ev'ry heart beiide ? 
In vain your eyes my flame reprove ; 
I may defpair, but (lill mufl love. 

From (wceteft airs I fought relief, 
And hop'd from mufic, cure for grief; 
Fool that I was ! the thrilling found 
Serv'd only to increafe the wound ; 
I, while for reft I fondly ftrove. 
Forgot that mufic ftrengthens love. 



To 



L O V E - S O N G S, if 

To pleafures of a diiBsrent kind 

Soon undeceived I turn'd my mind ; 

I fought the fair, the gay, the youngs 

And drefs'dy and play'd, and dancM, and fang ; 

Vain joys ! too weak my heart to move. 

Ah ! what are you to her I love ? 

When drooping on the bed of pain, 

I look'd on every hope as vain ; 

When pitying friends flood weepitig by. 

And Deaths pale (hade feem'd hovering nigh. 

No terror could my flame remove. 

Or ileal a thought from her I love* 

Abfence may bring relief, I cried. 
And flrait the dreadful hope I tried ; 
Alas ! in vain was ev'ry care $ 
Still in my heart I bore my fair ; 
Ah ! whither, whither ftiall 1 rove. 
To fhun defpair, or fly from loVe t 



SONG XXI. 

BY ROBERT WOLSEtEY SSQ^. 

AH ! blame me not, if no dejpair 
A paiHon you infpire can end. 
Nor think it ftrange, too charming fair. 
If love, like other flames, afccnd. 

Vol. I. C If 
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If to approach a faint with prayer 

Unworthy votaries pretend. 
Above all merit Heaven and you 
To the £ncere are only due. 

Long did refpedl awe my proud aim. 
And fear t' offend my madnefs cover. 

Like you it ftill reprov'd my flame. 
And in the fiiend would hide the lover, 

But by things that want a name 
I the too bold truth difcover. 

My words in vain are in my power. 

My looks betray me every hour. 



J 



SONG XXII. 
THE SILENT LOVER. 

BY SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 

WRONG not, fweet miftrefs of my heart ! 
The merit of true paffion. 
With thinking that he feels no fmart. 
Who fues for no compaffion. 

Since, if my plaints were not t* approve 

The conqueft of thy beauty. 
It comes not from defed of love. 

But fear t' exceed my duty. 

For, knowing that I fue to ferve 

A faint of fnch perfe6lion, 
As all defire, but none deiervei 

A place in her affection. 



I rather 
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I rather chufe to want relief. 

Than venture the revealing : 
Where glory recommends the grief, 

Defpair difdains the healing. 

Thus thofe defires that boil fo high 

In any mortal lover. 
When reafon cannot make them die, 

Difcretion them muft cover. 

Yet when difcretion doth bereave 

The plaints that I (hould utter. 
Then your difcretion may perceive 

That iilence is a fuitor. 

Silence in love bewrays more woe 
Than words, though ne'er fo witty; 

A beggar that is dumb, you know. 
May challenge double pity. 

Then wrong not, deareft to my heart I 

My love for fecret paflion : 
He fmarteth moft that hides his fmart. 

And fues for no compailion. 



SONG xxin. 

You may ceafe to complain, 
For your fuit is in vain. 
All attempts you can make 
But augment her difdain? 

C 2 She 
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She Uds yoa gm o*ar 

While *tu in joor power, 
Votf ekoept her eneeniy 

She can gnnt yon no moiv: 
Her heart has been long fince 

Aflanlted and won. 
Her tmth xi as lafting 

And, firm as the fun; 
You'll find it mfore eaf/ 

Your paffion to cure. 
Than for ever thofe fruitlefi 

Endeavours endure. 

You may pve this advice 

To die wretched and wift. 
But a lover like mis 

Will thofe precepts deipife; 
I fcom to give oVr, 

Were it ftill in my power; 
Though efleem wese denied me^ 

Yet her PU adore, 
A heart thafs beeki concha 

Will fome fympadiy bear, 
nrwill lefien my forrows. 

If (he takes a (hare. 
I'll count it more hbnour 

In dying her Have, 
Than did her aSeAions 

My fteadinefs crave* 



Yoa 
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You may tell h^r Fll be ' 

Her true lover, though (he 
Should mankind defpife 

Out of hatred to me; 
Tis mean to give o'er 

'Caufe we get no reward. 
She loft not her worth 

When I loft her regard: 
My love on an altar 

More noble (hall bum, 
I ftill will love on. 

Without hopes of return ; 
I'll tell her fome other 

Has kindled the flame. 
And I'll figh for her felf 

In a counterfeit name. 



SONG XXIV. 
GOOD REASON FOR LOVJNG. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY^ 

SAW you the nymph whom I adore. 
Saw you the goddefs of my heart? 
And can you bid me love no more, 
Or can you think I feel no (mart ? 

So many charms around her fliine. 

Who can the fweet temptation fly ! 
Spite of her fcQm, flie's fo divine. 

That I mnft love her, though I die. 

C3 SONG 
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SONG XXV. 

BY DR. HENRY KING, 
BISHOP OP CHICHESTER. 

TELL me no more how fair ihe is, 
I have no mind to hear 
The ftory of that diflant blifs 

I never fhall come near : 
By fad experience I have found 
That her perfefiion is my wound. 

And tell me not how fond I am 

To tempt my daring fate, 
From whence no triumph ever came. 

But to repent too l^te : 
There is fome hope ere long I may 
In iilence doat myfelf away. 

I aik no pity. Love, from thee. 

Nor will thy juftice blame. 
So that thou wilt not envy me 

The glory of my flame : 
Which crowns my heart whene'er it dies. 
In that it falls her facri£ce. 

SONG XXVI. 

THE nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind ; 
No lefs than a wonder by nature defign'd ; 
She's the grief of my heart, and the joy of my eye. 
And th« qiufe of a flame that never can die. 

Her 
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Her mouth, from whence wit (till obligingly flows. 
Has the beaatiful blufh, and the fmell of the rofe $ 
Love and Deftiny both attend on her will. 
She wounds with a look, with a frown fhe can kill. 

The deiperate lover can hope no rcdrefs. 

Where beauty and rigour are both in excefs ; 

In Sylvia they meet, fo unhappy am 1, 

Who fees her, mud love her, who loves her, muft die. O. 



SONG XXVII. 

TAKE, oh take thofe lips away. 
That fo f>yeetly were forfwom; 
And thofe eyes, the break of day. 
Lights that do miilead the morn : 
But my kifTes bring again. 
Seals of love, but fealM in vain. 

Hide, oh hide thofe hills of fnow. 

Which thy frozen bofom bears. 
On whofe tops the pinks that grow. 

Are of thofe that April wears : 
But firft fet my poor heart freef 
Bound in thofe icy chains by thee*. O, 

* This delicious little fonnet has been generally afcribed to Shak- 
fpeare, but it is far from certain that he was the author of it. The Hrft 
ftanza is fung in Meafure for Meafure, and b<»th verfes are to be found in 
(One of Beaumont and Fletchers plays. 



C4 SONG 
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SONG xxvra. 

BY EDMUND WALLER ESQs. 



G 



O lovdy rofe ! 
Tell her dut waftea her time, and me. 

That now (he knows. 
When I lefemhle her to thee» 
How fweet and fair ihe feems to be. 

Tell her that's young. 
And fhuns to have her graces fpied. 

That hadft thou fprung 
In deftrts, where no men abide, 
Thoa muft have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retir'd ; 

Bid her come forth. 
Suffer her felf to be defir'd, 
And not blulh fo to be admir'd* 

Then die! that fhe 
The common fktt of all things rare 

May read in thee : 
How fmall a part of time they (hare. 
That are fb wondrous IWeet, and fair. 



SONG 
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SONG XXIX. 

B Y M R. O A Y«. 

GO, rofe, my Chloes bofom grace ; 
How happy fhould I prove. 
Might I fupply that envied place 

With never-fading love ; 
There, Phcenix-like, beneath her eye 
Involv'd in fragrance bom and die ! 

Know haplefs flower, that thou ihal( find 

More fragrant rofes there ; 
I fee thy withering head redin'd 

With envy and defpair. 
One common fate we both muft prove. 
You die with envy, I with love. 



SONG XXX. 

TO A LADY READING SHERLOCK UPON DEATH. 
BY THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD. 

MISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His dodlrine is deceiving. 
For whilft he teaches us to die. 
He cheats us of our living. 

• Ia the Fable of The Poet and the Rofe. 



To 
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To die's a leflbn we fhall know 
Too foon, without a mailer ; 

Then let us only ftudy now 
How we may live the fafter. 

To Hve's to love, to blcfs be blefl. 
With mutual inclination ; 

Share then my ardour in your breads 
And kindly meet my paflion. 

But if thus blefly I may not live. 

And pity you deny. 
To me at leaft your Sherlock give, 

'Tis I muft learn to die. 



SONG xxxr. 

WHEN firft I fair Celinda knew. 
Her kindnefs then was great : 
Her eyes I could with pleafure view, 
And friendly rays did meet : 

In all delights we pafsM the time. 
That could diverfion move ; 

She oft would kindly hear me rhime 
Upon fome others love. 

But, ah ! at lad I grew too bold, 
Prefs'd by my growing flame ; 

For when my paflion I had told. 
She hated ev'n my name : 



Thus 
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Thus I that could her friendfhip boaft. 

And did her love purfue ; 
Am taught contentment, at the coft 

Of love and friendfhip too. O. 



SONG XXXII. 

WHEN fair Seirena firft I knew 
fiy friendfhips happy union charmed, 
IncefTant joys around her flew. 

And gentle fmiles my bofom warmM. 

But when, with fond officious care, 
I prefs'd to breathe my amorous pain ; 

Her lips fpoke nought but cold defpair. 
Her eyes ihot ice through t^very vein. 

Thus, in Italias lovely vales. 

The fun his genial vigour yields ; 

Reviving heat each fenfe regales. 

And plenty crowns the fmiling fields. 

When nearer we approach his ray ; 

High on the Alps tremendous brow. 
Surprised we fee pale fun-beams play 

On everlailing hills of fnow. 



SONG 



28 LOVE-SONGS. 

SONG XXXUL 

FAIREST of thy fcx and bcft. 
Admit my humble tale ; 
'Twill cafe the tonnent of my breafl. 
Though I ihall ne'er prevail. 

• 

No fond ambition me does move 

Your favour to implore, 
I afk not for return of love. 

But freedom to adore. O, 

SONG XXXIV. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 
BY MICHAEL WODHULL £ S Q^ 

COULD you guefsy for I ill can repeat 
The fenfation Fm delHn'd tt> prove ; 
'Tis fomething than friendfhip more fweet. 
More paiHonatc even than love. 

For ever, when abfent from you. 
Pale Echo returns my fond (ighs ; 

But when haply your beauties I view. 
On my lips the faint utterance dies. 

This the fecret I had to betray; 

And the fate of my paflion is fuch, 
That in what I was prompted to fay, 

Methinks I have utter'd too much. 

SONG 



LOVE-SONGS. 19 

SONG XXXV. 
L ' A M O U R T I M I D E, 

FROM THB FRENCH. 

BY SIR JOHN MOORE. 

IF in that breaft, fo good, Co pure, 
Compaflion ever lov'd to dwell. 
Pity the forrows I endure. 
The caufe— I mufl not— dare not cell. 

The grief that on my quiet preys— 

That rends my heart — that checks my tongue— 
I fear will laf): me all my days. 

But feel it will not lait me long. 



SONG XXXVI. 

BY •. 

THE iilverrain, the pearly dew. 
The gales that fweep along the mead. 
The foften'd rocks * once' forrow knew. 
And marbles have fofmd tears to fhed : 
The fighing trees, in every grove. 
Have pity, if they have not love. 

• In mn, Clim (two 9iEt) cooMdy of thf Rehearial, or Bayei la 

petdceatt. 

Shall 
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Shall things inanimate be kind. 
And evtry foft fenfation know; 

The weeping rain, and fighing wind. 
All, ally but thee, fome mercy fhow« 

Ah pity, if you fcom t'approve. 

Have pity, if thou haft not love. 



SONG XXXVII. 

BY MATHEW PRIOR E S Q^ 

WHILST I am fcorch'd with hot defirc. 
In vain cold friendfhip you return ; 
Your drops of pity on my fire 
Alas ! but make it fiercer burn. 

Ah ! would you have the flame fuppreft 
That kills the heart it heats too hik. 

Take half my paffion to your brcaft. 
The reH in mine ihall ever lail. 



SONG XXXVIII. 

BY MRS. BEHN. 

*^Tr^ IS not your faying that you love, 
Jl. Can eafe me of my fmart : 

Your actions muft your words approve. 
Or elfe you break my heart. 



In 
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In vain you bid my paffions ceafe. 

And eafe my troubled breaft. 
Your love alone muft give me peace> 

Reflore my wonted reft. 

But if I fail your heart to move. 

And *tis not yours to give, 
I cannot, will not ceafe to lovc» 

But I will ceafe to live. 



SONG XXXIX. 

BY MR. DRYDEN. 

GO tell Amynta, gentle fwain, 
I would not die, nor dare complain : 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join. 
Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
For fouls opprefs'd, and dumb with grief. 
The gods ordain'd this kind relief. 
That muiic (hould in founds convey 
What dying lovers dare not fay. 

A iigh or tear perhaps fhe'll give. 
But love on pity cannot live ; 
Tell her that hearts for hearts were made. 
And love with love is only paid. 
Tell her my pains fo faft increafe. 
That foon they will be paft redrefs : 
For ah ! the wretch, that fpeechlefs lies, 
Attends but Death to dofe his eyes. 



SONG 



i 
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SONG XL. 

BY AARON HILL ILSQ^ 

GENTLE Love, this hoar befiiend me. 
To my eyes refign thy dart ; 
Notes of melting moilc lend me. 
To diildlve a fioeen heart. 

ChilU as moontain Ctkow, her boibm ; 

Though I tender language nfe, 
Tis by cold indifierence frozen. 

To my arms, and to my mnie. 

See ! my dying eyes are pleading. 

Where a breaking heart appeatrs : 
For thy pity interceding. 

With the eloquence of tears* 

While the lamp of life is ftding. 

And beneath diy coldnefs dies. 
Death my ebbing font invading. 

Take my ibul into thy tycs. 

SONG XLI. 
CONSTANCY. 

BY THE £ARL OF ROCHESTER. 

I Cannot change, as (fthcrs do. 
Though you unjuiUy fcom :, 
Since that poor fwdn that fighs for yon. 
For yon alone was bom. 

No, 
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No, Phillis, no, your heart to move, 

A farer way I'll try : 
And to revenge my flighted love. 

Will ftill love on and die. 

When, kill'd with grief, Amyntas lies 5 

And you to mind fhall call. 
The iighs that now unpitied rife. 

The tears that vainly fall : 
That welcome hour that ends this fmarti 

Will then begin your pain ; 
For fuch a faithful tender heart 

Can never break in vain. 



SONG XLir. 

BY MRS. PILKINOTON. 

TO melancholy thoughts a prey. 
With love and grief opprdft j 
To peace a fbanger all the day. 
And ail the night to reft* 

For thee, difdainful fair, I pine. 

And wake the tender figh ; 
By that obdurate heart of thine. 

My balmy bleffings fly. 

O look to yon celeftial fphere. 

Where fouls in rapture glow. 
And dread to want that mercy thei«> 

Which you refus'd below. 

VoL.L D SONO 
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SONG XLHI. 

BY THt EARL OF DORSET*. 

TO all you ladies now at land. 
We men at Tea indite ; 
But firfl would have you underfbnd 

How hard it is to write ; 
The Mufes now» and Neptune too^ 
We muft implore to write to you. 
With a fa, la, la» ta^ lav 

For though the Mufes fhould prove kind. 

And fill our empty brain ; 
Yet if rough Neptune rouft the wind 

To wave the azure main. 
Our paper, pen, and ink, and we. 
Roll up and down our ihips at f^a. 

With a fa, Ssc. 

Then if we write not by each poll. 

Think not we are unkind ; 
Nor yet conclude our ihips are lofl 

By Dutchmen or by wind : 
Our tears we'll fend a fpeedier way. 
The tide (hall bring them twice a day. 

With a fa, &c. 

• << "Writtea it (ca, ia the firft Dvtch war, 1665, the nitht before ao 



cngafimeau'' 



The 
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The King» with wonder and forprife. 

Will fwear the feas grow bold ; 
Becaufe the tides will higher riie» 

Than e'er they did of old : 
But let him know it is oar tears 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall ftairs. 

With a fa, &c. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know 

Our fad and diimal ftory; 
The Dutch would fcom fo weak a fbe^ 

And quit their fort at Goree : 
For what refiilance can they find 
From men who've left their hearts behind f 

With a fa^ &c. 

Iiet wind and weather do its worft^ 

Be you to us but kind $ 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards auCe^ 

No forrow we (hall find : 
'Tis then no matter how things go. 
Or who's our friend, or who's our foe* 

With a fa. Sec. 

To pafs our tedious hours away. 

We throw a merry main ; 
Or elfe at ferious ombre play ; 

But why fhould we in vain 
Each others ruin thus purfue ? 
We were undone when we left yotf* 

Witha&9 8sc. 

D 2 Bat 
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But mw oar ftars Urapcftdoai ffovr. 

And caft our hopes away ; 
Whilftyou, rfgardlefsofourwoc. 

Sit carelefs at a play : 
Perhaps permic Tome happier man 
To kifs yosr hand, or flirt your fan. 

With a fa, ic. 

When my mournful tunc yen hear. 

That dies in every note ; 
As if it figh'd with each man's care. 

For being lb remote : 
Think then how often lore we've made 
To you, when all thofe tunes were pby'd. 

With a fa, &c. 

In jufticc yoa cannot refufe. 

To think of oar dillrefi ; 
When we for hopes of honour loft 

Our certain happinefs ; 
All ihofc defigm are but to prove 
Ourfelves more worthy of your lave. 

With a fa, &c. 

And now we've told you all our loves. 

And likewife all our fears; 
In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for oat tears : 
Let's hear of no inconftaney, 
We have too much of thtii at tea. 

With a fa, la, la, It, la. 
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SONG XLIV. 

BY LORD LYTTELTON*. 

THE heavy hours are almofl paH 
That part my love and me : 
My longing eyes may hope at laft. 
Their only wiih to fee. 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loft fo long ? 
Will love in all your pulfes beat. 

And tremble on your tongue? 

Will you in every look declare. 

Your heart is ftill the fame ; 
And heal each idly-anxious care. 

Our fears in abfence frame ? 

Thus, Delia, tHus I paint the fcene. 

When fhortly we fkall meet ; 
And try what yet remains between 

Of loitering tktat to cheat. 

But if the dream that fooths my mind 

Shall falfe and groundlefs prove ; 
If I am doom'd at length to find 

Yon have forgot to love : 

• << Written in the year X733." 

D 3 All 
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All I of Venus afk, is this ; 

No more to let us join : 
But grant me here the flattering blifs, 

To die, and think you mine* 



SONG XLV. 

BY WILLIAM WALSH, ES(^ 

OF all the torments, all the cares, 
Wi^ which our livea are curft i 
Of all the plagues a lover bears. 

Sure rivals are the worfl ! 
By partners in each other kind, 

Afili£lions eafier grow ; 

In love alone we ha^e to find 

Companion? of our woe* 

Sylvia, for all the pangs you fee 

Are lab'ring in my breaft; 
J beg not you would favour me, 

Would you but flight the reft ! 
How great foe*er your rigours are, 

With them alone 1*11 cope; 
I can endure my own defpair, 

^ut not anothers hope. 



SONQ 
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SONG XLVI. 
TO CHLOE JEALOUS. 

BY MATHEW PRIOR ESQg, 
(" THB AUTHOR SICK.") 

YES, fairef): proof of beauty s pow'r. 
Dear idol of my panting heart. 
Nature points this my fatal hour : 
And I have liv'd ; and we ipufl part. 

While now I take my laft adieii. 

Heave thou no figh nor fhed a tear{ 
Left yet my half-clos'd eye may view 

On earth an objedt worth its care. 

From jealoufys tormenting fhife 

For ever be thy bofom freed; 
That nothing may difturb diy liiey 

Content I haften to the dead. 

Yet when fome better-Ated youth 

Shall with his am'rous parly move thc6f 

Refledt one moment on his truth 

Who dying thus, periifts to love thee. 

SONG XLVII. 
LOVE AND JEALOUSY. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY. 

THOUGH cruel you feem to my pain. 
And hate me becaufe I am true. 
Yet Phillis ! you love a falie fwain. 
Who has other nymphs in his view ; 

P f ]£njoyincnt'B 
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Enjoyment's a trifle to him» 

To me what a heav'ii would it be ! 

To him but a woman you feem ; 
But ahy you're an angel to me. 

Thofe lips which he touches in hade. 

To them I for ever could grow ; 
Still clinging around that dear waift, 

Which he fpans as befide him you go. 
That arm, like a lily fo white, 

Which o^er his flioulders you lay» 
My bofbm could warm it all night. 

My lips they could prefs it all day. 

Were I like a monarch to reign. 

Were graces my fnbjedts to be, 
I'd leave them and fly to the plain 

To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if I muil feel your difdain. 

If tears cautiot ooicky drown. 
Oh let me not live in this pain ; 

But give mie my death in a frown ! 



SONG XLVni. 

WHAT fury ^oes diflurb my reft ? 
What hell is this within my bread ? 
Now I abhor, and now I love ; 
And each an equal torment prove. 

I fee 



C-i 
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I fee Celindas crudity, 

I fee fhe loves all men bat me ; 

I fee her falfehood, fee her pride, 

I fee ten thoulaad faults beiide ; 

I fee fhe flicks at nought that's ill ; 

Yet, oh ye powers I I love her Hill. 

Others on precipices run , 

Which, blind with love, they cannot fhun, 

I fee my danger, fee my ruin. 

Yet feek, yet court my own undoing : 

And each new reafon I explore 

To hate her, makes me love her xnfOe. 



SONG XLIX. 
OF JEALOUSY. 

BY MR. DRYDE N». 

WHAT flattt ^ lile can be fi) bleft. 
As love that warms a lovers breaft? 
Two fouls in one ; the fame deiire 
To grant the blifs and to require : 
But if in heaven a hell we findj 
'Tis all from thee, 
O Jealoufy ! 
*Tis all from thee, 
O Jealoufy 1 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealoufy, 
Thou tyrant of the mind. 

* Jo the tragi-comedy of Lore triumphant. 



All 
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All other ills, though (harp they prove. 
Serve to refine and perfeft lovet 
Jn abfence, or unkind difdain. 
Sweet hope relieves the lovers pain : 
But, ah, no cure but death we find 
To fet us free 
From Jealoufy : 
O Jealoufy ! 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealoufy* 
Thou tyrant of the mind, 

Falfe in thy glafs all objefls are. 
Some fet too near, and feme too far: 
Thou art the fire of cndlefs night. 
The fire that burns, and gives no light. 
All torments of the damn'd we find 
In only thee, 
O Jealoufy I 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealoufy, 
Thou tyrant of the mind. 



SONG L. 
BY EDMUND WALLER E S (^ 

• 

SAY, lovely dream, where could'ft thou find 
Shades to cotmterfeit that face ? 
Colours of this glorious kind 
Come not from any mortal place. 



In 
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In Heaven itfelf thou fure wert drell 

With that angel-like difguife ; 
Thus deluded am I bleft. 

And fee my joy with clofed eyes. 

But ah ! this image is too kind 

To be other than a dream : 
Cruel SachariiTas mind 

Never put on that fweet extreme ! 

Fair dream ! if thou intend'il me grace. 
Change that heavenly face of thine ; 

Paint defpis'd love in thy face. 
And make it to appear like mine. 

Pale, wan, and meagre let it look. 

With a pity-moving fhape ; 
Such as wander by the brook 

Of Lethe, or from graves efcape. 

Then to that matchlefs nymph appear. 

In whofe fhape thou fhineft fo ; 
Softly in her fleeping ear. 

With humble words exprefs my woe. 

Perhaps from greatnefs, ftate, and pride. 

Thus furprifed fhe may fall : 
^leep does difproportion hide, 

^pd death jefembling, equals all. 



SONG 
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SONG LI. 
LOVE FOR LOVES SAKE. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY. 

I'LL range around the fhady bowers, 
And gather all the fweeteil flowers; 
I'll ilrip the garden and the grove, 
To make a garland for my love. 

When, in the fultry heat of day, 
My thirfly «ymph does panting lay, 
I'll haflen to the rivers brink, 
And drain the floods but fhe fl;iall drink. 

At night, to reft her weary head, 

I'll make my love a grafly bed ; 

And with green boughs I'll form a fhad«. 

That nothing may her reft invade. 

And whilft difTolv'd in fleep fhe lies, 
Myfelf fhall never clofe thefe eyes j 
But gazing fHll with fond delight, 
I'll watch my charmer all the night. 

And then, as foon as chearful day 
Difpels the darkfome fhades away. 
Forth to the foreft I'll repair. 
To feck provifion for my fair. 



Thus 
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Thus will I fpend the day and night. 
Still mixing labour with delight ; 
Regarding nothing I endure. 
So I can eafe for her procure. 

But if the nymph, whom thus 1 love. 
To her fond fwain fhould faithlefs prove, 
ril feek fome difmal diHant ihore, 
Aftd never think of woman more. 



S O N,G UI. 



BY LORD LANSDOWN, 

WHY cruel creature, why fo bent. 
To vex a tender heart ? 
To gold and title you relent ; 
Love throws in vain his dart. 

Let glittering fops in courts be great. 

For pay let armies move : 
Beauty ihould have no other bait. 

But gentle vows and love. 

If on thofe endlefs charms you lay 

The value that's their due j 
Elings are themfelves too poor to pay> 

A thoufand worlds too few. 



But 
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But if a paiSon without vice. 
Without difguife or art. 

Ah Celia 1 if true love's your price. 
Behold it in my heart. 



SONG LHi. 

TH E fun was funk beneath the hill. 
The weftern clouds were lin'd with gold. 
The fky was clear, the winds were ftill, 
The flocks were pent within the. fold ; 
When from the filence of the grove. 
Poor Damon thus defpairM of love : 

Who feeks to pluck the fragrant rofe 

From the bare rock or oozy beach ; 
Who, from each barren weed that grows, 

Expedls the grape or blufhing peach; 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 

I have no herds, no fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain. 

No paflures green, or gardens fair, 
A damfels venal heart to gain ; 

Then all in vain my flghs muft prove. 

For I, alas ! have nought but love. 

How 
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tlovf wretched is the faithful youth. 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold ; 

They afk not vows of facred truth » 

Whene'er they figh, they figh for gold. 

Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove. 

But I, alas ! have nought but love. 

To buy the gems of Indias coaft. 

What wesdth, what treafure can fuffice ? 

Not all their £re can ever boaft 
The living lufbe of her eyes : 

For thefe the world too cheap would prove; 
But I, alas 1 have nought but love. 

O Silvia ! fince nor gems, nor ore. 
Can with your brighter charms compare^ 

Confider what I proffer's more. 
More feldom found, a foul fincere' : 

Let riches meaner beauties move. 

Who pays thy worth, miift pay in love. 



SONG LIV. 
THE COMPLAINT. 

TO A SCOTCH TUNE. 
BY MR. OTWAY. 

I Love, I doat, I rave with pain. 
No quiet's in my mind, 
Though ne'er could be a happier fwaiH 
Were Sylvia lefs unkind. 

For 
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For when, as long her chains I've worn, 

I aik relief from fraart. 
She only gives me looks of fcorn ; 

Alasy 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly (lore. 

May offer heaps of gold» 
But furely I a heaven adore. 

Too precious to be fold ; 
Can Sylvia fuch a coxcomb prize 

For wealth and not defert. 
And my poor iighs and tears defpife ? 

Alas, 'twill break my h8art ! 

When like fome panting, hovering dove, 

I for my blifs contend, 
And plead the caufe of eager love. 

She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah, Sylvia ! thus in vain you ilrive 

To adl a healers part, 
*Twill keep my lingering pain alive, 

Alas ! and break my heart. 

When on my lonely penfive bed 

I lay me down to rti\. 
In hope to calm my raging head. 

And cool my burning breaft. 



Her 
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Her cruelty all eafe denies ; 

With Tome fad dream I ftart, 
All drown 'd in tears I find my eyes. 

And breaking feel my heart. 

Then rifing, through the path I rov€ 

That leads me where fhe dwells. 
Where to the fenfelefs waves my love 

Its mournful flory tells ; 
With iighs I dew and kifs the door, 

'Till morning bids depart! 
Then vent ten thoufand iighs and more : 

Alas, 'twill break my heart ! 

But, Sylvia, when this conqueft's won. 

And I am dead and cold, ^ 

Renounce the cruel deed you've done. 

Nor glory when 'tis told : 
For every lovely generous maid 

Will take my injured part. 
And curfe thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid. 

For breaking my poor heart. 



S O N G LV. 

BY DR. B Y R O M. 

MY time, o ye Mufes ! was happily fpent. 
When Phebe went with me where ever I went : 
Ten thoufand foft plcafures I felt in my breaft ; 
Sure never fond ihepherd like Colin was bleil ! 

Vol. I. E But 
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But now fhe is gone, and has left me behind. 
What a marvelous change on a fudden I find ! 
When things were as line as could pofCbly be, 
I thought 'twas the fpring, but^ alas ! it was fhe. 

With fuch a companion to tend a few fheep. 

To rife up and play, or to lie down and, fleep ; 

I was fo good-humour'd, fo chearful, and gay. 

My heart was as light as a feather all day. 

But now I fo crofs, and fo peevifh am grown. 

So flrangely uneafy as never was known ; 

My fair one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd. 

And my heart — I am fure it weighs more than a pounds 

The fountain that wont to run fweetly along. 

And dance to foft murmurs the pebbles among, 

Thou know'fl# little Cupid, if Phebe was there, 

'Twas pleafure to look at, 'twas mufic to hear ; 

But now fhe is abfent, I walk by its fide. 

And flill, as it murmurs, do nothing but chide ; 

Mufl you be fo chearful, while I go in pain ? 

Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me complain. 

When fliy lambkins aronnd me would oftentimes play, 
Aad when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 
Ifew pleafant their fporting, how happy the time. 
When fpring, love, and beauty were all in their prime I 
But now in their frolics, when by me they pafs, 
I fling at their fleeces an handful of grafs ; 
Be flill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad. 
To fee you fo merry, while I am fo fad. 



My 
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My dog I was ever well pleafed to fee 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me ; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog faid. 
Come hither, poor fellow ; and patted his head : 
But now» when he's fawning, I, with a four look. 
Cry, iirrah ; and give him a blow with my crook : 
And rU give him another, for why fhould not Tray 
Be as dull as his mafter, when Phebe's away. 

When walking with Phebe, what fights have I feen ! 
How fair was the flower, how frefh was the green ! ' 
What a lovely appearance the trees and the fhade. 
The corn-fields and hedges, and every thing made ! 
But fince (he has left me, though all are Hill there^ 
They none of them now fo delightful appear : 
'Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyes 
Made fo many beautiful profpedls arife. 

Sweet mufic went with us both, all the wood through. 
The lark, linnet, throflle, and nightingale too ; 
Winds over us whifper'd, flocks by us did bleat. 
And chirp went the grafshopper under our feet : 
But now fhe is abfent, though flill they fing on. 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone : • 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have found. 
Gave every thing elfe its agreeable found. 

Roie, what. is become of thy delicate hue ? 

And where is the violets beautiful blue ? 

Does ought of its fweetnefs the bloflbm beguile ? 

That meadow, thofe daifies, why do they not fmile ? 

Ah, rivals ! I fee what it was that you drefl:. 

And made ycurfelves fine for; a place in her breaft: 

E 2 Yott 



5> 



LOVE- SONGS. 



You put on your colours to pleafure her eye, 

To be pluck'd by her hand, en her bofom to die^ 

How flowly time creeps, till my.Phebc return ! 

While amidft the foft Zephyrs cool breezes I burn ; 

Methinks, if I knew whereabout he would tread, 

I could breathe on his wings, and 'twould melt down the lead. 

Fly fwifter, ye minutes, bring hither my dear, 

And reft fo much longer for't, when flic is here. 

Ah, Colin ! old time is full of delay. 

Nor will budge one foot fafter for all thou canft fay» 

Will no pitying power that hears me complain. 
Or cure my difquiet, or foften my pain ? 
To be cur'd, thou muft, Colin, thy paflion remove ; 
But what fwain is fo filly to live without love ? 
No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return. 
For ne'er was poor fliepherd fo fadly forlorn. 
Ah ! what fliall I do ? I fliall die with defpair ! 
Take heed, all ye fwains, how ye love one fo fair. 

SONG LVI. 
'AH WILLOW. 

BY NICHOLAS ROWE E S (^ 
TO * HIS lady' in her SICKNESS. 

TO the brook and the willow that heard him complain^ 
Ah willow, willow. 
Poor Colin fat weeping, and told them his pain. 
Ah willow, willow ; ah willowj willow. 

Sweet 
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Sweet ftream, he cry'd fadly, I'll teach thee to flow. 

Ah willow, Sec. 
And the waters (hall rife to the brink with my woe. 

Ah willowi &c. 

All reliefs and painful poor Amoret lies. 

Ah willow, &c. 
And counts the fad moments of time as it flies : 

Ah willow, &c 

To the nymph, my heart loves, ye foft fl umbers repair ; 

Ah willow. Sec, 
Spread your downy wings o'er her, and make her your care. 

Ah willow, &c. 

Dear brook, were thy chance near her pillow to creep, 

Ah willow, ScCm 
Perhaps thy foft murmurs might lull her to fleep. 

Ah willow, &c. 

Let me be kept waking, my eyes never clofe. 

Ah willow. Sec. 
So the fleep that I lofe brings my fair one repofe. 

Ah willow, Sec. 

But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed ; 

Ah willow. Sec. 
And the lofs of my dear-one, my love, is decreed; 

Ah willow, &c. 

If no more my fad heart by thofe eyes fliall be chear'd ; 

Ah willow, Sec. 
If the voice of my warbler no more fliall be heard ; 

Ah willow, Sec. 

E 3 Believe 
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Believe me, thou fair one ; thoa dear one, believe. 

Ah ^\^Ilow, &c. 
Few fighs to thy lofs, and few tears will I give. 

Ah willow, &c. 

One fate to thy Colin and thee (hall betide. 

Ah willow, &c. 
And foon lay thy fliepherd down by thy cold fide. 

Ah willow, &c. 

Then glide, gentle brook, and to lofe thyfelf haftc; 

Ah willow, willow. 
Fade thou too my willow ; this verfc is my laft : 

Ah willow, willow ; ah willow, willow. 
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BY DR. D A L T O N». 

Recitative. 

HOW gentle was my Damons air ! 
Like funny beams his golden hair. 
His voice was like the nightingales, 
More fweet his breath than flowery vales. 
How hard fuch beauties to reiign i 
And yet that cruel tafk is mine. 

* In the maftiue of Comui. 

A I R. 
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On every hill, in every grove. 

Along the margin of each flream. 
Dear confcious fcenes of former love^ 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the fbeams remain. 
But Damon there I feek in vain. 

Now to the moffy cave I fly. 

Where to my fwain I oft have fung. 
Well pleas'd the browfing goats to fpy. 

As o'er the airy fteep they hung. 
The mofly cave, the goats remain. 
But Damon there I feek in vain. 

Now through the winding vale I pafs. 
And figh to fee the well known fhade ; 

I weep and kifs the bended grafs. 

Where love and Damon fondly play'd. 

The vale, the fhade, the grafs remain. 

But Damon there I feek in vain. 

From hill, from dale, each charm is fled. 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleafe no more. 

Each flower in pity droops its head. 
All nature does my lofs deplore. 

All, all reproach the faithlefs fwain. 

Vet Damon ftill I feek in vain. 



SONG 
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SONG LVin. 
A PASTORAL IN FOUR PARTS. 

BY WILLIAM SHENSTONE E S (^ 
Arhufta humilefque myrica, V i R g . 

I. ABSENCE. 

YE fhepherds fo chearful and gay, 
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ; 
Should Corydons happen to ftray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mufc and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was fo watchful as I ; 

— 1 have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have ftrove 

With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn. 

And the damps of each evening repel ; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn : 

— I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 

5ince Phyllis vouchfaPd mc a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 

]f a knew of a kid that was mine. 

I pj ix'd 
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I piiz*d every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before; 

But now tkey are paft, and I figh ; 

And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 

But why do I langullh in vain ? 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have ftray'd, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 

Wh^t anguifh I felt at my heart 1 
Yet I thought— but it might not be fo— 

'Twas with pain that fhe faw me depart. 
She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly difcern ; 
So fweetly fhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that fhe ba^e me return. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day. 

To vifit fome far-dillant fhrine. 
If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe. 
Soft hope is the relique I bear. 

And my foiace whereever I go. 

11. HOPE. 
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II. HOP E. 

My banks they are furniftiM with bees, 

Whofc murmur invites one to fleep ; 
My grottos are ihaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with fheep. 
I feldom have met with a lofs. 

Such health do my fountains beflow; 
My fountains all border'd with mofs. 

Where the hare -bells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound : 
Not a beeches more beautiful green. 

But a fweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fiihes of gold. 

One would think (he might like to retire 

To the bower I have laboured to rear ; 
Not a fhrub that I heard her admire. 

But I haded and planted it there. 
Oh how fudden the jefTamine ftrove 

With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love. 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands and groves. 
What drains of wild melody flow! 

How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of rofes that blow ! 



And 
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And when her bright form fhall appear. 

Each bird fhall harmonioufly join 
In a concert fo foft and fo clear. 

As fhe may not be fond to refign. 

I have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will fay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ihe averrM, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to-^a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold. 

And fhe call'd it the fitter of love. 
But her words fuch a pleafure convey. 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and whatever fhe fay, 

Methinks I fhould love her the more. 

Can a bofom fo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs ? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Thefe plains and this valley defpife ? 
Dear regions of filence and fhade ! 

Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 
Where I could have pleafihgly flray'd. 

If aught, in her abfence, could pleafe* 

But 
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Bat where does my Phyllida fbay ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Art the groves and the vallies as gay. 

And the ihepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the vallies as £ne, 
The fwains may in manners compare. 

Bat their love is not equal to mine. 

m. SOLICITUDE. 

Why will you my paflion reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I ihow you the charms of my love. 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave : 

With her wit fhe engages the free ; 
With her modefty pleafes the grave ; 

She is ev'ry way pleafing to me. 

you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain. 
That will fing but a fong in her praifc. 

When he fings, may the nymphs of the towa 
Come trooping, and. liften the while i 

Nay on him let not Phyllida frown ; 
— But I cannot allow her to fmile. 

For when Paridcl tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, 

O how, with one trivial glance. 

Might fhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 



u 
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In ringlets he drefTes his hair. 

And his crook is be-fludded aronnd ; 

And his pipe— oh may Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the found* 

*Tis his with mock p^fiion to glow ; 

'Tis his in fmooth tales to unfold^ 
How her face is as bright as the fnow. 

And her bofom, be fure, is as cold ! 
How the nightingales labour the ilrain. 

With the notes of his charmer to vie ; 
How they vary their accents in vain. 

Repine at her triumphs, and die« 

To the grove or the garden he flrays. 

And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays. 

He throwa it at Phyllises feet. 
O Phyllis, he whifpers, more fair. 

More fweet than the jeffamines flow'r ! 
What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ? 

What is eglantine, after a fhow'r ? 

Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rofe is deprived of its bloom ; 
Then the violets die with defpight ; 

And the woodbines give up their perfume. 
Thus glide the foft numbers along. 

And he fancies no fhepherd his peer j 
— Yet I never fhould envy the fong. 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let 
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Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they Ihine not in Phyllises eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a flranger to Fardels tongue ; 
—Yet may fhe beware of his art. 

Or fure I mud envy the fong. 



IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Ye fhepherds, give ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed of my iheep : 
They have nothing to do, but to ilray ; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do r*ot my folly reprove ; 

She was fair — and my palTion begun $ 
She fmird— and I could not but love ; 

She is faithlefs — and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to forefee. 
That a nymph fo complete would be fought 

By a fwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love cvVy hope can infpirc ; 

It banifhes wifdom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph wc admire 

Seems for ever adorned with a fmile. 



She 
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She is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure ; 
Let reafon inftruft you to ihun 

What it cannot inflruft you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair and how fickle they be. 

Alas! from the day that we met. 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repo(e. 
Yet time may diminifh the pain : 

The flower, and the flirub, and the tree^ 
Which I rear'd for her pleafure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled ro(e. 

The found of a murmuring ftream. 
The peace which from folitude flows. 

Henceforth Ihall be Corydons theme. 
High tranfports are Aiown to the fight. 

But we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beftow'd fuch delight. 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

ye woods, fpread your branches apace ; 
To your deepeft recefles I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beafls of the chace ; 

I would vanifh from tv^vy eye. 

Yet 
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Vet my reed fhall refoond through the grorc 
With the fame fad complaint it began ; 

How fhe fmird, and I could not but love ; 
Was faithlefs, and I am undone I 



SONG LIX. 
COLINS COMPLAINT. 

By NICHOLAS ROWE ESQ*. 
To the tune of. Grim King of the ghofts. 
E SPA I RING befide a clear flream. 
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A ihepherd forfaken was laid ; 
And while a falfe nymph was his theme, 

A willow fupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain. 

To his fighs with a figh did reply ; 
And the brook, in return to his pain. 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas, filly fwain that I was ! 

Thus fadly complaining he cried. 
When firft I beheld that fair face, 

'Twere better by far I had died. 
She talk'd, and I blefs'd the dear tongue ; 

When fhe fmil'd, 'twas a pleafure too great : 
I liflen'd, and cried, when flie fung. 

Was nightingale ever fo fwcet ? 

* The author, in this beautiful and pathetic ballad, alludes to his own 
fituatlon with the counteft dowager of Warwick, and to his fuccefsful 
ritai mr. Addifon. 

How 
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How foolilh was I to believe 

She could doat on fo lowly a clown ; 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 

To forfake the fine folk of the town ? 
To think that a beauty fo gay. 

So kind and Co conHant would prove ; 
Or go clad like our maidens in gray. 

Or live in a cottage on love ? 

What though I have &ill to complain. 

Though the Mufes my temples have crown'd ; 
What though when they hear my foft ftrain. 

The virgins fit weeping around i 
Ah Colin ! thy hopes are in vain. 

Thy pipe and thy laurel refign ; 
Thy falfe one inclines to a fwain, 

Whofe mufic is fweeter than thine. 

And you, my companions fo dear. 

Who forrow to fee me betray'd. 
Whatever I fuiFer, forbear, 

Forbear to accufe the falfe maid. 
Though through the wide world I ihonld range, > 

'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly : 
'Twas hers to be falfe and to change, 

'Tis mine to be conHant and die. 

If while my hard fate I fuftain. 

In her breail any pity is found. 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain. 

And fee me laid low in the ground. 
Vol. I. F The 
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The lafl humble boon that I crave. 
Is to fhade me with cyprefs and yew ; 

And when fhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her fhepherd was true. 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden array ; 
Be fined at ev'ry fine fhow. 

And frolic it all the long day : 
While Colin, forgotten and gonCf 

No more fhall be talk'd of, or feen, 
Unlefs when beneath the pale moon. 

His ghoft ihall glide over the green* 



SONG LX. 

BY MR. OTWAY*. 

COME all ye youths whofe hearts e'er bled 
By cruel beautys pride. 
Bring each a garland on his head. 

Let none his forrows hide ; 
But hand in hand around me move. 
Singing the faddeft tales of love ; 
And fee, when your complaints ye join. 
If all your wrongs can equal mine. 

• In the tniedy of The Ciphan* 

The 
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The happieft mortal once was I, 

My heart no forrow knew; 
Pity the pain with which I die. 

But alk not whence it grew ; 
Yet if a tempting fair you find. 
That's very lovely, very kind. 
Though bright as heav'n whofe damp flic bears. 
Think on my fate and ihun her fnares. O. 



SONG LXI. 

GRIM king of the ghofts make hafte. 
And bring hither all your train : 
See how the pale moon does wafte. 

And juft now is in the wane. "*^ 

Come, you night hags with all your charms. 

And reveling witches away 
A^d hug me dofe in your arms. 
To you my refpe£ls I'll pay, 

I'll court you, and think you fair. 

Since love does diflradl my brain ; 
I'll go, and I'll wed the night-tmare. 

And kifs her, and kifs her again : 
But if fhe prove peevifh and proud. 

Then a pize on her love, let her go$ 
I'll feek me a winding fliroud. 

And down to the ihades below. 

F z A lunacy 
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A lunacy Cz^ I endure 

Since reafon departs away ; 
I call to thofe hags for a cure. 

As knowing not what I fay. 
The beauty whom I do adore 

Now flights me with fcom and difdain ; 
I never ihdl fee her more. 

Ah ! how ihall I bear my pain ? 

I ramble and range about 

To £nd out my charming faint ; 
Whilft fhe at my grief does flout. 

And laughs at my loud complaint. 
Diftra£lion I fee is my doom. 

Of this I am now too fure ; 
A rival is got in my room. 

While torments I do endure. 

Strange fancies do fill my head. 

While wandering in defpair, 
I am to the defart led. 

Expelling to find her there. 
Methinks in a fpangled cloud 

I fee her enthroned on high ; 
Then to her I cry aloud, 

And labour to reach the iky. 

When thus I have raved a while. 
And wearied myfelf in vain, 

I lie on the barren foil. 
And bitterly do complain. 



Till 
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Till number hath quieted me. 

In forrow I iigh and weep ; 
The clouds are my canopy. 

To cover me while I fleep, 

I dream that my charming fair 

Is then in my rivals bed, 
Whofe trelTes of golden hair 

Are on the fair pillow befpread. 
Then this doth my paffion inflame, 

I flart, and no longer can lie ; 
Ah ! Sylvia, art thou not to blame 

To ruin a lover? I cry. 

Grim king of the ghofts be true. 

And hurry me hence away. 
My languifhing life to you 

A tribute I freely pay : 
To the Elyfian ihades I poft. 

In hopes to be freed from care. 
Where many a bleeding ghoft 

Is hovering in the air. O. 



SONG Lxn. 

BY SIR CAR SCROOP £♦. 

ONE night when all the village ilept, 
Myrtillos fad defpair. 
The wretched Ihepherd waking kept 
To tell the woods his care; 

• InLcestngpdyof MithridatesKiosof Pontai. 

F 3 Begone 
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Begone (faid he) fond thoughts, begone ! 

Eyes, give your forrows o*erl 
Why ihould you wafte your tears for one. 

Who thinks on you no more ? 

Yet, oh ! ye birds, ye flocks, ye pow'rs. 

That dwell within this grove. 
Can tell how many tender hours 

We here have pafs'd in love! 
Yon ftars above (my cruel foes !) 

Have heard how fhe has fworn, 
A thoufand times, that like to thofe. 

Her flame fhould ever burn I 

But fince flie's loft — oh ! let me have 

My wifh, and quickly die ; 
In this cold bank I'll make a grave. 

And there for ever lie : 
Sad nightingales the watch fliall keep. 

And kindly here complain. 
Then down the fliepherd lay to flccp. 

But never rofe again. 



SONG LXIII. 
A PASTORAL ELEGY. 

AH, Damon, dear fliepherd, adieu ! 
By love and firft nature allied. 
Together in fondnefs we grew; 
Ah, would we together had died ! 



For 
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For thy faith which refembled my own. 
For thy foul which was fpotlefs and true. 

For the joys we together have known. 
Ah, Bbnony dear fhepherd, adieu ! 

What blifs can hereafter be mine ? 

Whomever engaging, I fee. 
To his friendfhip I ne'er can incline. 

For fear I ihould mourn him like thee. 
Though the Mufes ihould crown me with art^ 

Though honour and fortune ihould join ; 
Since thou art denied to my heart. 

What blifs can hereafter be mine ? 

Ah, Damon, dear ihepherd, farewell ! 

Thy grave with fad oiiers I'll bind ; 
Though no more in one cottage we dwell, 

I can keep thee for ever in mind : 
Each morning I'll viiit alone 

His afhes who lov'd me Co well, 
And murmur each eve o'er his ftone^ 

" Ah, Damon, dear ihepherd, farewdl!" 



SONG LXIV. 

BY MR. EDWARD MOORE. 

HARK! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb ! 
Come, Lucy, it cries, come away j 
The grave of thy Collin has room. 
To red thee beiide his cold clay* 

F 4 I come. 
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I come, my dear fhepherd, I come ; 

Ye friends and companions, adieu ; 
I hafle to my Collins dark home* 

To die on his bofom fo true. A 

All mournful the midnight bell rung. 
When Lucy, fad Lucy arofe ; 

And forth to the green-turf fhe fprung^ 
Where Collins pale afhes repofe. 

All wet with the nights chilling dew. 
Her bofom embraced the cold ground. 

While ftormy winds over her blew. 
And night-ravens croak'd all around. 

How long, my lov'd Collin, fhe cried. 

How long muft thy Lucy complain ? 
How long (hall the grave my love hide ? 

How long ere it join us again ? 
For thee thy fond fliepherdefs liv'd. 

With thee o'er the world would fhe ily. 
For thee has fhe forrow'd and griev'd. 

For thee would fhe lie down and die. 

Alas ! what avails it how dear 

Thy Lucy was once to her fwain ! 
Her face like the lily fo fair. 

And eyes that gave light to the plain ! 
The fhepherd that lov'd her is gone. 

That face and thofe eyes charm no more. 
And Lucy forgot and alone. 

To death fhall her Collin deplore. 



While 
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While thus fhe lay funk in defpair. 

And mourn'd to the echos around^ 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air. 

And thunder (hook dreadful the ground. 
I hear the kind call, and obey, 

Ohy Collin, receive me, fhe cried! 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay. 

She hung on his tomb-flone and died. 



SONG LXV. 

BY MR. G A Y». 

*^nr^WAS when the feas were roaring 

JL With hollow blafls of wind; 
A damfel lay deploring. 

All on a rock reclin'd. 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She caft a willful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows 

That trembled o'er the brook. 

Twelve months are gone and over. 

And nine long tedious days. 
Why didft thou, vent'rous lover. 

Why didft thou truft the feas ? 
Ceafe, ceafe thou cruel ocean. 

And let my lover reft : 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 

To that within my breaft ? 

• la The What D>e caU it^ 



The 
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The merchant, robb'd of pleafure. 

Views tempefts in defpair ; 
But what's the lofsof treafure 

To lofing of my dear ? 
Should you fome coafl be laid on. 

Where gold and di'monds grow. 
You'd find a richer maiden. 

But none that loves you fo* 

How can they fay that nature 

Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes thcfe rocks difcover. 

That lurk beneath the deep. 
To wreck the wand'ring lover. 

And leave the maid to weep. 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus waird ihe for her dear ; 
Repaid each blafl with fighing. 

Each billow with a tear : 
When o'er the white wave looping, 

His floating corpfe fhe fpied ; 
Then like a lily drooping. 

She bow'd her head, and died. 



SONG 
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SONG LXVI. 
THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 

BY MATHEW PRIOR ES<^ 

ALEXIS (hunn'd his fellow fwains. 
Their rural fports, and jocund drains : 
(Heav'n guard us all from Cupids bow !) 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks ; 
And waod'ring through the lonely rocks* 
He nourifh*d endlefs woe. 

The nymphs and fhepherds round him came: 
His grief fome pity, others blame; 

The fatal caufe all kindly feek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He gave 'em back their friendly tears ; 

He figh'd, but would not fpeak. 

Clorinda came among the reft ; 
And ftie too kind concern exprefs'd. 

And aik'd the reafon of his woe : 
She aik'd, but with an air and mien. 
That made it eafily forefeen. 

She fear'd too much to know* 

The ftiepherd rais'd his mournful head ; 
And will you pardon me, he faid* 

Whflc 
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While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breail fhould tear 
Which never (hould offend your ear. 

But that you bid me tell. 

'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appear'd upon the plain ; 

You are the caufe of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart : 
Ten thoufand torments vex my heart : 

I love, and I defpair. 

Too much, Alexis, I have heard : 
'Tis what I thought ; tis what I fear'd : 

And yet I pardon you, fhe cried : 
But you fhall promife ne'er again 
To breathe your vows, or fpeak your pain : 

He bow'd, obey'd, and died. 



SONG Lxvn. 

HARD by the hall, our maders houfe. 
Where Merfey Hows to meet the main ; 
Where woods, and winds, and waves difpofe 
A lover to complain. 

With arms acrofs ; along the ftrand. 
Poor Lycon walk'd, and hung his head; 

Viewing the footfleps in the fand. 
Which a bright nymph had made. 



The 




LOVE- SONGS. n 

The tide, fays he, will foon erafe 

The marks fo lightly here impreft ; 
But time or tide will ne'er deface 

Her image in my breaft. 

Am I fome favage beaft of prey ? 

Am I fome horrid monfler grown ? 
That thus fhe flies fo fwift away. 

Or meets me with a frown. 

That bofom foft, that lily fkin 

(Trufl not the fairefl outiide fhow) 
Contains a marble heart within, 

A rock hid under fnow. 

Ah me ! the flints and pebbles wound 
Her tender feet, from whence there fell 

Thofe crimfon drops, which flain the groond. 
And beautify each fhell. 

Ah ! fair one, moderate thy flight, 

I will no more in vain purfue ; 
But take my leave for a long night; 

Adieu, lov'd maid, adieu ! 

With that, he took a running leap. 

He took a lovers leap indeed. 
And plung'd into the founding deep. 

Where hungry fifhes feed. 

The 
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THe melancholy hern (lalks by ; 

Around the fqualling fea-^gulls yell 
Aloft the croaking ravens fly. 

And toll his funeral bell. 

The waters roll above his head. 
The billows tofs it o'er and o'er; 

His ivory bones lie fcattered^ 
And whiten all the ihore. 



SONG LXVin. 
COLIN AND LUCY. 

BY THOMAS TICKELL E S Qs, 



o 



F Leinftery fam'd for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Liffys limpid ilream 
Refled fo fweet a face : 



Till lucklefs love, and pining care. 

Impaired her rofy hue. 
Her dainty lip, her dama(k cheek. 

And eyes of gloiTy blue. 

Ah ! have you feen a lily pale. 
When beating rains defcend ? 

So droop'd this flow-confuming maid^ 
Her life now near its end* 



By 
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By Lucy warn'd, of flattering fwains 

Take heed ye eafy fair : 
Of vengeance due to broken vows. 

Ye flattering fwains beware. 

Three times all in the dead of night» 

A bell was heard to ring ; 
And at her window, flirieking thrice^ 

The raven flapp'd his wing : 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

The folemn-boding found : 
And thus, in dying words» befpoke. 

The virgins weeping round. 

' I hear a voice, you cannot hear, 

* That cries I mull not flay ; 

* I fee a hand, you cannot fee, 
' That beckons me away, 

' Of a falfe fwain and broken heart, 

* In early youth I die : 

* Am I to blame, becauie the bride 

* Is twice as rich as I ? 

' Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows, 

* Vows due to me alone ! 

* Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiis, 
' Nor think him all thy own. 

• To- 
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• To-morrow in the church to wed, 

* Impatient both prepare : 

• Bat know, falfe man, and know, fond maid, 

* Poor Lucy will be there. 

• Then bear my cor(e, ye comrades dear, 

* The bridegtoom blithe to meet, 

• He in his wedding-trim fo gay, 

* I in my winding iheet.' 

She /poke, (he died ; her corTe was borne 
The bridegroom blithe to meet. 

He in his wedding trim fo gay. 
She in her winding-fheet. 

What then were peijur'd Colins thoughts ? 

How were thefe nuptials kept ? 
The bridesmen fiock'd round Lucy dead. 

And all the village wept. 

Companion, fhame, remorfe, defpair. 

At once his bofom fwell : 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow. 

He ihook, he groan'd, he fell. 

From the vain bride (ah bride no more !) 

The varying crimfon fled. 
When, ftretch'd befide her rivals corfe. 

She faw her lover dead. 



He 
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He to his Lucys new-made grave, 

Convey'd by trembling fwains. 
In the fame mould, beneath one fod. 

For ever now remains. 

Oft at this place the conftant hind. 

And plighted maid are feen ; 
With garlands gay, and true-love knots. 

They deck the facred green. 

But, Twain forfwom, whoe'er thou art. 

This hallow'd ground forbear ; 
Remember Colins dreadful fate,' 

And fear to meet him there* 



SONG LXIX. 
JEMMY DAWSON*. 

BY WILLIAM SHENSTONE E S Qi, 

COME liflen to my mournful tale. 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear ; 
Nor will you fcorn to heave a figh. 
Nor will you bluih to 'fhed a tear. 

* Captain James Dawfon, the amiable and unfortunate rubje£t of theie 
beautiful ftanzas, was one of the Eight Officers, belonging to the Man- 
chefler Regiment of volunteers in the fervice of The Young Chevalier, 
who were hanged, drawn, and quartered, on Kennington-common, in 1746. 
And this ballad, written about the time, is founded on a remarkable cir- 
cumftance which actually happened at his execution. Juft before his death 
he wrote a fong on his own misfortunes, which is fuppofed to be (till 
extant, though the editor, after much inquiry, has never had the happinefs 
to meet with it. 

Vol. L G And 
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And thotty dear Kitty, peerlefs maid. 

Do thoa a penfive ear incline ; 
For thou can ft weep at every woe. 

And pity every plaint, but mine. 

Young Dawfon was a gallant youth, 

A brighter never trod the plain ; 
And well he lov'd one charming maid. 

And dearly was he lov'd again. 

One tender maid (he lov'd him dear. 

Of gentle blood the damfel camtt^ 
And faultlefs was her beauteous fo«p. 

And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. 

But curfejon party s hateful ftrife. 

That led the favour'd youth aftray ;. 
The day the rebel clans appeared, 

O had he never feen that day ! 

Their colours, and their fafh he wore. 

And in the fatal drefs was found ; 
And now he muft that death endure. 

Which gives the brave* the keeneft wound, «. 

How pale was then his true-loves cheek. 
When Jemmys fentence reach'd her ear ! 

For never yet did Alpine fnows 
So pale, or yet fo chill appear. 



With 
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With faaltering voice fhe weeping faid. 
Oh Dawfon, monarch of my heart ; 

Think not thy death fhall end our loves* 
For thou and I will never part. 

Yet might fwcet mercy find a place. 

And bring relief to Jemmys woes, 
O George, without a prayer for thee 

My orifbns (hould never dofe. 

The gracious prince that gave him life 

Would crown a never-dying flame ; 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to lifp the givers name. 

But though, dear youth, thou fhould'ft be dragged 

To yonder ignominious tree ; 
Thou (halt not want a faithful friend 

To ihare thy bitter fate with thee. 

O then her mourning coach was callM, 

The fledge mov*d flowly on before 5 
Though borne in a triumphal car. 

She had not lov'd her favourite more. 

She followed him, prepared to view 

The terrible behefls of law ; 
And the laft fcene of Jemmys woes 

With calm and ftedfaft eye flie faw« 

G z Diftorted 
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Diibrted was that blooming face. 
Which (he had fondly lov'd fo long : 

And flifled was that tuneful breathy 
Which in her praife had fweetly fung : 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck. 
Round which her arms had fondly closM 

And mangled was that beauteous breaft^ 
On which her love-fick head repos'd : 

And ravifh'd was that conftant heart» 

She did to every heart prefer ; 
For though it could its king forget, 

'Twas true and loyal ftill to her. 

Amid thofe unrelenting flames 
She bore this conftant heart to fee ; 

But when 'twas moulder'd into duft, 
N0W9 nowy flie cried, I follow thee. 

My death, my death alone can fhow 
The pure and lading love I bore : 

Accept o heav'n ! of woes like ours. 
And let us, let us weep no more. 

The difmal fcene was o'er and paft. 
The lovers mournful hearfe retir'd ; 

The maid drew back her languid head. 
And fighing forth his name, expir'd. 



Though 
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Thougli jaftice ever muA prevail. 
The tear my Kitty Sbeda U due i 

For leldom Ihall fhe bear a tale - 
So Cad, to tender, and fa tnie* 
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C L A S S II. 



SONG I. 

lADDRESS TO BRITAIN.] 

BY MR. DRYDEN*. 

FAIREST ifle, all illes excelling. 
Seat of pleafure and of love, 
Venus here will chufc her dwelling, 
And forfakc her Cypri.m grove. 

Cupid, from his fav'rice nation. 

Cue and envy will remove, 
Jealoufy that poifoni paffion. 

And dcfpair that dies for love. 

* la the <if«i> of Kiag Arthnr. 
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Gentle murmurs^ fweet complaining. 
Sighs that blow the fire of love. 

Soft fepulilesy kind difdaining. 
Shall be all the pains you prove; 

'iPn^ Twain fhall pay his duty. 

Grateful every nymph ihall prove; 
And as thefe excel in beauty, 
Thofe ihall be renown'd for love. 



S O NG n. 
TO CUPID ON VALENTINES DAY. 

BY MR. PARRAT. 

COME thou rofy-dimplcd boy. 
Source of every heart-felt joy. 
Leave the blifsful bow'rs awhile, 
Paphos and the Cyprian ifle : 
Vifit Britains rocky fhore, 
Britons too thy pow'r adore, 
Britons, hardy, bold, and free^ 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee. 
Source of every heart- felt joy. 
Come thou rofy-dimpled boy 

Hade to Sylvia, hafle away. 
This is thine, and Hymens day; 
Bid her thy foft bondage wear. 
Bid her for Loves rites prepare. 
Let the nymphs with many a flowV 
Deck the facrcd nuptial bow'r. 

6 4 Thither 
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Thither lead the lovely fair. 
And let Hymen too be there. 
This is thine, and Hymens day. 
Hade to Sylvia, hade away. 

Only while we love we live. 
Love alone can pleafure give ; 
Pomp and powV, and tinfel date, 
Thofe falfe pageants of the j|reat. 
Crowns and fccpcers, envied things, 
And the pride of Eaftern Kings, 
Are but childifh empty toys. 
When compar'd to Loves fweet joys. 
Love alone can pleafure give. 
Only while we love we live. 



SONG in. 

ASK me not how calmly I 
All the cares of life defy ; 
How I baiHe human woes, 
Woman, woman, woman knows. 

You may live and laugh as I, 
You, like me, may cares defy ; 
All the pangs the heart endures. 
Woman, woman^ woman cures. 

Aflt me not of empty toys. 
Feats of arms, and drunken joys, 
I have pleafure niore divine, 
Womftn, woxyian, woman's mine. 



Rapture 




rf* 
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Rapture more than folly knows. 
More than fortune e'er beflows. 
Flowing bowls, and conqucr'd fields. 
Woman, woman, woman yields. 

Afk me not of womans arts. 
Broken vows, and faithlefs hearts. 
Tell the wretch that pines and grieves. 
Woman, womaii, woman lives. 

v. ^ 

AH^9li|;hts the heart can knowy 

More th^: folly can bcftow, 

Wealth ofrwodds^, and crowns of kings. 

Woman, woman; lycnkja brii^gs. 



. 4 •. •-.> 



SONG IV. 

BY MR. D R y D E N«. 

AH, how fweet it is to love ! 
Ah, how gay is young defire! 
And what pleafing pains we prove. 

When we firft approach loves fire ; 
Pains of love be Tweeter far 
Than all other pleafures are. 

Sighs, which are from lovers blown. 
Do but gently heave the heart : 

'Ev'n the tears they fhed alone. 

Cure, like trickling balm, their fmart; 

* In the tragedy of Tyrannlck Lo?e« 



Lovers, 
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Lovers, when they lofe their breath. 
Bleed away in eafy death. 

Love and time with reverence ufe, 
Treat 'cm like a parting friend ; 

Nor the golden gifts refufe, 

Which, in youth, iincrrc they fend. 

For each year their price is more, 

And they lefs fimple than before. 

Love, like fpring-tides full and high. 
Swells in ( very youthful vein : 

But each tide does lefs fupply, 
Till they quite (hrink in again ; 

If a flow in age appear, 

'Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 



SONG V. 
WHAT IS LOVE? 

LO VE*s no irregular defire, 
No fuddcn Hart of raging pain. 
Which in a moment grows a fire, 
And in a moment cools again. 

Not found in thc/ad fonneteer, 

I'hnt fings of darts, defpair, and chains, 
And by whofe difmal \cr{Cf 'tis clear, 

He wants not heart alone, but brains. 



Nor 
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Nor does it center in the beau, 

Who fighs by rule, by order dies, 
Whofe all confids in outward ihow. 

And want of wit by drefs fupplies. 

No, Love is fomething fo divine, 

Defcription would but make it lt(s : 
*Tis what I feely but can't define; 

'Tis what I know, but can't exprefi* 



SONG VT. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY*. 

Love's a gentle gen'rous paflion. 
Source of all fublime delight. 
When with mutual inclination 
Two fond hearts in one unite. 

What are titles, pomp or riches. 
If compar'd with true content ? 

That falfe joy, which now bewitches. 
When obtain'd we may repent. 

Lawlefs paflions bring vexation, 
But a chafle and conflant love. 

Is a glorious emulation 
Of the blifsful flate above. 

* In Tb« Honeft Yorkibireman, a ballad farce. 



SONG 
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SONG VII. 

OH ! how vain is every bleffing. 
How infipid all our joys» 
Life how little worth pofTefling, 
But when love its time employs ! 

Love the pureft nobleft pleafure^ 
That the gods on earth beflow. 

Adding wealth to every treafure. 
Taking pain from every woe. 



SONG vin. 

BY SIR JOHN SUCKLINO. 

HONEST lover whatfoever. 
If in all thy love there ever 
Was one wav'ring thought, if thy flame. 
Were not ftill even, ftill the fame. 
Know this. 
Thou lov'ft amifs. 
And to love true. 
Thou mufl begin again, and love anew. 

If when fhe appears i'th* room. 

Thou dofl not quake, and art ftruck dumb. 

And in driving this to cover 

Dofl not fpeak thy words twice over) 

Know 
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Know this, 
Thou lov'ft amifsy 
And to love true. 
Thou muft begin again, and love anew* 

If fondly thou doft not miHake, 
And all defedls for graces take, 
Perfwad'ft thyfelf that jells are broken. 
When Ihe hath little or nothing fpoken. 
Know this. 

Thou lov'ft amifs. 

And to love true. 
Thou muft begin again, and love anew. 

If when thou appear'ft to be within. 
Thou lett'il not men afk and afk again ; 
And when thou anfwereft, if it be 
To what was aflc'd thee properly. 

Know this. 

Thou lov'ft amifs. 

And to love true. 
Thou muft begin again, and love anew* 

If when thy ftomach calls to eat. 
Thou cutt'fl: not fingers 'flead of meat. 
And with much gazing on her face, 
Dofl not rife hungry from the place. 
Know this. 

Thou lov'ft amifs. 

And to love true. 
Thou mull begin again, and love anew* 



If 
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If by this thou dofl difcorer 
That thou art no pcrfcft lover^ 
And defiring to love true. 
Thou doft begin to Icyc anew ; 
Know thisy 

Thou lov'ft amifs. 

And to love true, 
Thon mud begin again, and love anew. 



SONG IX- 

TELL me, Damon, dofl thou languiHi 
With a flow, confuming fire j 
Melting flill in fpeechlefs anguifh 
For the maid thou dofl admire ? 
If thy heart fuch paflion prove, 
"Shepherd, thou doft truly love. 

Flying, doll thou ftill purfue her ? 

Abfent, does fhe haunt. thy dream? 
Prcfent, doft thou ceafelefs woo her ? 

Is her worth thy only theme ? 
If thy heart fuch pailion prove. 
Shepherd, thou doft truly love. 

Does each rivals merit grieve thee ? 

Whilft in health doft thou complain ? 
Can no balm but love relieve thee ? 

None but Celia eafe thy pain ? 
If thy heart fuch paifion prove, 
Shepherd, thou doft truly love. 



Canft 
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Canft thou view each bright perfedion 

In her mind, and in her face ? 
Does each fault efcape detedlion. 

Every blemiih feem a grace ? 
If thy heart fuch paflion prove. 
Shepherd, thou doft truly love. 

Then in love if there be pleafurc, 

Un allay 'd by care and pain, 
Venus ihall confer the treafure 

On her true devoted Twain. 
Venus ihall thy fuit approve ; 
Shepherd, thou dofl: truly love. 



SONG X. 

BY MISS AIKIN. 

COME here fond youth, whoe'er thou be 
That boafls to love as well as me. 
And if thy bread have felt fo wide a wound. 
Come hither and thy flame approve ; 
ni teach thee what it is to love, ' 
And by what marks true paflion may be found. 

It is to be all bath'd in tears. 

To live upon a fmile for years. 
To lie whole ages at a beautys feet ; 

To kneel, to languifh and implore. 

And ftill though fhe difdain, adore ; 
It is to do all this and think thy fufferings fweet. 



It 
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It IS to gaze upon her eyes 

With eager joy and fond furprife 
Yet tempered with fuch chafte and aweful fear 

As wretches feel who wait their doom ; 

Nor muH one ruder thought prefume. 
Though but in whifpcrs breath'd, to meet her ear. 

It is to hope, though hope were loll, 
Though heaven and earth thy paflion croft ; 

Though fhc were bright as fainted queens above. 
And thou the leaft and mcancfl fwain 
That folds his flock upon the plain, 

Yet if thou dar'll not hope, thou doft not loye. 

It IS to quench thy joy in tears, 

To nurfe ft range doubts and groundlefs fears ; 
If pangs of jcaloufy thou haft not prov'd. 

Though (he were fonder and more true 

Than any nymph old poets drew. 
Oh never dream again that thou haft lov'd* 

If when the darling maid is gone, 
'^I'hou doft not feck to' be alone, 

Wrapt in a plcafing trance of tender woe ; 
And mufc, and fold thy languid arms. 
Feeding thy fancy on her charms, 

Thou doft not love, for love is nourifti'd fo. 

Jf any hopes thy bofom fliare 

But thofc which love has planted there, 



Or 
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Or any cares but his thy breaft enthrall. 

Thou never' yet his power haft known ; 
Love fits on a defpotic throne. 

And reigns a tyrant, if he reigns at all. 

Now if thou art fo loft a thing. 

Here all thy tender forrows bring. 
And prove whofe patience longeft can endure ; 

We'll ftrive whofe fancy fhall be loft 

In dreams of fondeft paffion moft, . 
For if thou thus haft lov'd, oh ! never hope a cure* 

SONG XI. 

A Maxim this, amongft the wife. 
That abfence cures a love-fick mind i 
And others, who philofophiie. 

Gravely pronounce, that Love is blindt " 
Alas ! too well do lovers fee. 
And, feparated, beft agree. 

Banifh me from Belindas fight ; 
p Or, the fond maid far hence remove : 

Our bodies part ; our fouls unite ; 

The more we grieve, the more we love i 
Believe the youth you wrongly blame ; 
Abfence adds fuel to the flame. 

Vol. L H Betwcctt 
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Between ns burning defaits place ; 

Or tracklefs mountains hid in fnow : 
Or, let the wide unfathom'd fpace 

Of roaring Teas between bs flow : 
Place, or not place them ; 'tis all one ; 
Empires have bonndsy bat love has none. 

Secure us, if you can fecure. 
On diftant rocks, in towers of brafs : 

When faithful lovers moft endure. 

Still moft improved their minutes pafs : 

Imprifon her ; imprifon me : 

In {pite of prifons, thought is free. 

• 
Ceafe, then, your idle cruel arts ; 

Recall your harfh command : 
A deftiny rules over heacts. 

And who can deftiny withfland ? 
In vain, alas! is human (kill : 
Love will be love, do what you will. 



SONG 
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SONG XII. 
LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY.* 

OVER the mountains. 
And over the waves. 
Under the fountains. 

And under the graves ; 
Under floods that are deepeft* 

Which Neptune obey ; 
Over rocks that are fteepefl;. 
Love will find out the wa^« 

Where there is no place 

For the glow-worm to lie ; 
Where there is no fpace 

For receit of a fly : 
Where the midge dares not ventarc^ 

Left herfelf faft ihe lay : 
If Love come, he will enter. 

And fbon find oat his way* 

You may efteem him 

A child for his might, 
Pr you may deem him 

A coward from his flight;; 

• This excellent old fong, dr. Percy tells us, he couM onlf give ffofll 
modern cities, and not even that we believe without a few brillianC 
touches from his own pencil. All the copies, both old and new, which 
the editor confulted, were too incorreft to be made ufe of, though no left 
than ^ght additional red9« are to be found ia the Mack letter copies* 

H z But 
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But if flie, whom love doth honour. 
Be concealed from the day, 

Set a thoufand guards upon her. 
Love will find out the way. 

Some think to lofe him. 

By having him confin'd. 
And fome do fuppofe him. 

Poor thing, to be blind ; 
But if ne'er fo clofe ye wall him. 

Do the bell that you may. 
Blind Love, if Co ye call him. 

Will find out his way* 

You may train the eagle 

To (loop to your fift ; 
Or you may inveigle 

The phenix of the eaft ; 
The lionefs, ye may move her 

To give o'er her prey ; 
But you'll ne'er Hop a lover : 

Love will find out his way. 



^ 
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SONG XIIL 



OFT on the troubled oceans face 
Loud flormy winds arife ; 
The murmuring furges fwell apace. 
And clouds obfcure the fkies. 

But when the tempeils rage is o'er. 
Soft breezes fmooth the main ; 

The billows ceafe to lafh the ihore, 
And all is calm again. 

Not To in fond and amorous fouls 
If tyrant Love once reigns» 

There one eternal tempeft rolls. 
And yields unceaiing pains. 

Ah ! cruel god I our peace reflore. 

Or wound us with thy fhafts no more. 



SONG XIV. 
LOVERS A RIDDLE. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY. 

THE flame of love afTwages, 
When once it is reveal'd ; 
But fiercer flill it rages. 
The more it is concealed. 

H 3 Confenting 
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CooknUng makes it colder; 

V^lien met it H-ill retreat : 
Repolfcs make it bokier. 

And daogen make it fweet. 



% 
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LOVE'S t dmm of migbty treafurt. 
Which in fkncy we poflefs ; 
In the folly lies the pleafure, 
Wiidom ever makes it leTs, 

For who thinks, by paffion heated. 

He a goddefs has in chace, 
Ixion-like he will be cheated. 

And a gawdy dood embrace. 

Only happy is the lover. 

Whom his miHrcfs well decrives ; 
Seeking nothing to difcover. 

He contented lives at ea(e* 

But the wretch who will be knowing. 

What the fair-one would difguife, 
Labours at his own undoing, 

Changing happy to be wife, O. 



( . 
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SONG XVI. 

BY ROBERT WOLSELEY ESQ. 

FREEDOM is a real treafure. 
Love a dream, all falfe and vain ; 
Shorty uncertain, is the pleafure. 
Sure and lailing is the pain. 

A fincere and tender paifion 

Some ill-planet over-rules ; 
Ah> how blind is inclination ! 

Fate and women doat on fools* 



SONG xvn. 

BY SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE. 

YE happy fwains, whofe hearts are free 
From Loves imperial chain. 
Take warning, and be taught by me, 

T'avoid th' inchanting pain. 
Fatal the wolves to trembling flocks. 

Fierce winds to bloiToms prove, 
To carelefs Teamen hidden rocks. 
To human quiet love. 

Fly the fair fex, if blifs you prize ; 

The fnake's beneath the flower : 
Who ever gaz'd on beauteous eyes. 

That taded quiet more ? 

H 4 How 
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How faithlefs is the lovers joy ! 

How ccnilant is his care ! 
The kind with falfehood do deflroy^ 

The cruel with defpair. 



SONG xviir. 

IMITATED FROM CHAUCER. 

FROM fwect bewitching tricks of love 
Young men your hearts fecure, 
^.eft from the paths of fciife you rove. 

In dotage premature. 
Look at each lafb tlirouf^h wifdoms glafs. 

Nor truH the naked eye : 
(jallants beware, look fliarp, take care. 
The blind cat many a l\y. 

Not only on their hands and necks 

The borrowed white you'll find; 
Some belles, when intcrcll direds, 

Can even paint the mind ; 
Joy in diflrefs they can cxprcfs. 

Their very tears can lie : 
Gallants beware, look ibarp, take care, 

The blind eat many a fly. 

There's not a fpinflcr in the realm 

But ull mankind can cheat, 
Pown to the cottage from the helm. 

The Icarn'd, the brave, the great : 



With 
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With lovely looks, and golden hooks, 

T'entangk us they try : 
Gallants beware, look fharp, take care. 

The blind eat many a fly. 

Could we with ink the ocean fill, 

I 

Was earth of parchment made ; 
Was every fingle (lick a quill. 

Each man a fcribe by trade ; 
To write the tricks of half the fex 

Would fuck that ocean dry : 
Gallants beware, look iharp, take care. 

The blind eat many a fly. 



SONG XIX. 

< 
CHAUCERS RECANTATION. 

A PANEGYRIC ON THE LADIES. 

BY MR. CHRISTOPHER SMART. 

Recitative, 

OLD Chaucer once to this re-echoing grove* 
Sung of •* The fweet bewitching tricks of love;** 
But foon he found he'd fullied his renown. 
And arm'd each charming hearer with a frown : 

• Spring-gardens, Vauxhall, where the foregoing ballad wai Tung. 

/ Then 
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Then felf-condemnM anew his lyre he flrung. 
And in repentant flrains this recantation fungy 

Air. 

Long flnce unto her native (ky 

Fled heav'n-dcfcendcd Conftancy ; 

Noaght now that's ftablc's to he had, 

The world's grown mutable and mad : 

Save Women - - - they, we mull confcis, 

Are miracles of fledfailncfs ; 

And ev'ry witty, pretty dame 

Bears for her motto STILL THE SAME. 

The flowers that in the vale are fecn, 
The white, the yellow, blue and green. 
In brief complexion idly gay 
Still fct with every fetting day, 
Difpers'd by wind, or chill'd by froft. 
Their odour's gone, their colour loft : 
But what is true, though pafTing ftrange, 
The Women never - - - fade or change. 

The Wife Man faid that all was vain. 
And follies univerfal reign ; 
Wifdom its vot'ries oft enthralls. 
Riches torment, and pleafure palls ; 
And 'tis, good lack, a gcn'ral rule, 
I'hat each man foon or late's a fool : 
In Women 'tis th' exception lies. 
For they are wondrous, wondrous wife. 



TU« 
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This earthly ball with notJe aboundii 

And from its unplinefB it founds ; 

Fame's deafaing din, the hum of teeBf 

The lawyers plea, l^t poet's pen ; 

Sut Women here no one fufpe^ts. 

Silence did inguilhes that fex ; 

Tot, poor dumb thingsl fb mcek's their mouldf 

Yoaloutecan heai: 'em when they fcold, 

C K K V f . 

An hundred months, an hundred toagaes. 
An hundred pair of iron lungs» f ■ 
Five heralds, and £re thoufand crieit* 
With throats whofe accent never tirn* 
Ten fpeaking>tnimpets, of a fise 
Would deafocfs with their din furprife, 
Yourpraife, fweet nymphs, ihaUling aodfijF) 
And thofe that will believe it may. 
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CLASS III. 

SONG I. 

DISDAIN RETURNED. 

BY THOMAS CAREW ESqJ, 

HE that loves a rofy check. 
Or a coral lip admires, 
Or from ftar-like eyes doth feelc 

Fuel to maintain his fires; 
A» <rid Time makes thefe decay, 
So hii flames mult waitc away. 

* Strtt t* KiDi ChtflM Ii 
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But a finooth and ftecUaft taSni, » 
Gentle thoughts, ieid^calm defirel*' 
Hearts >yith equal Id^ oombin'd, . 

ELihdIe never dyiiigfLres. 
- Where thefe are not, I defpife 
Lovely fheekib or lips, or eyes. 

No tears, Celia, now ihall win 
My refoly'd heart to return ; * 

I have fearch'd thy foul within, 
And find nought but pride, and fcom ; 

I have ieam'd thy arts, and now 

Can difdain as much as thou. 

Some power in my revenge convey. 

That love to her I call away. 



SONG n. 

BY WILLIAM PULTENEY ESQ*. 

VAIN are the charms of white and red. 
Which paint the blooming fair ; 
Give me the nymph whofe fnow is fpread 
Not o'er her breaft, but hair. 

Of fmoother cheeks the winning grace. 

With open force defies ; 
But in the wrinkles of her face 

Cupid in ambufh lies. 

* Afterwards earl of Bath'. 



If 
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If naked eyes fet hearts on blase 
And amorous warmth infpire ; 

Through glafs, who darts her pointed rayi. 
Lights up a fiercer fire. 

Nor rivals, nor the train of years. 

My peace or blifs deftroy ; 
Alive, ihe gives no jealous fears. 

And dead, ihe crowns my joy. 



SONG in. 

THOUGH, Flavia, to my warm defire 
You mean no kind return, 
Vet flill with undiroiniih'd iix^ 
You wiih to fee me burn. 

Averfe my anguifh to remove. 

You think it wondrous right. 
That I love on, for ever love, 

And you for ever flight. 

But you and I fliall ne'er agree. 

So, gentle nymph, adieu ; 
Since you no pleafure have for me, 

ril have no pain for you. 



SONG 
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BELIND A, fee from yonder flowers 
The bee flies loaded to it's cell ; 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 
Are they impair'd in fhow or fmell ? 

So, though I robb'd you of a kifs. 
Sweeter than their ambroiial dew, 

Why are you angry at my blifs ? 
Has it at all impoverifh'd you ? 

'Tis by this cunning I contrive. 
In ipite of your unkind referve. 

To keep my famifh'd love alive, 

"Which you inhumanly would ftarve. , 



SONG V. 
THE SELF-BANISHED, 

BY EDMUND WALLER E S Q-_ 

IT is not that I love you lefs. 
Than when before your feet I lay : 
But, to prevent the fad increafe 
Of hopelefs love, I keep away. 



In 
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In vain, alas ! for every thing. 

Which I have known belong to you. 

Your form docs to my fancy bring. 

And makes my old wounds bleed anew* 

Who in the fpring, from the new fun. 

Already has a fever got. 
Too late begins thofe Ihafts to ihun 

WJiich Phcxibus through his veins has ihot J 

Too Lite lie would the pain aflwage. 
And to thick (hadows does retire : 

About with him he bears the rage. 
And in his tainted blood the fire* 

But vow*d I have, and never muft 
Your bani(h*d fervant trouble you : 

For if I break, you may miftruft 
The vow I made to love you too. 



S O N G VI. 

YES, Daphne, in your face I find, 
Thofe charms by which my heart's betray'd ; 
Then let not your difdain unbind 

The prifoncr that your eyes have made ; 
She that in love makes leaft defence. 
Wounds ever with the fureft dart; 
Beauty may captivate the fenfe, 
But kindnefs only gains the heart, 

*Tij 
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.^']ris kindnefs, Daphne, muft maintain 

The empire that you once have won | 

^hen beauty does like tyrants reign. 

Its fubjedls from their duty run : 
Then force me not to be untrue. 

Left I, compelled by gen'rous ihame^ 
Caft off my loyalty to you. 

To gain a glorious rebels name* 



SONG vir. 

BY MR. JOHN HOW* 

IN Chloris all foft charms agree, 
Inchanting humour, powerful wit> 
Beauty from affedation free. 
And for eternal empire fit. 
Whefec'cr (he goes Love waits her cycs> 

The women envy, men adore ; 
But did ihe lefs the triumph prize. 
She would deferve the conquefl more* 

The pomp of love ib much prevails. 

She begs, what elfe none would deny her, 
Makes fuch advances with her eyes. 

The hope ihe gives prevents deiire ; 
Catches at every trifling heart. 

Seems warm with every glimmering flame> 
The common prey fo deads the dart. 

It fcarce can pierce a noble game* 

Vol. I. I I could 
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I could lie ages at her feet» 

Adore her^ carelefs of my pain. 
With tender vows her rigours meet, 

Defpair, love on, and not comj^ain. 
My paffion, ^m all change fecure. 

No ^vours raife, no frown contronls, 
I any torment can endure. 

But hoping with a crowd of fbob* 



SONG vm. 

BT MR. MOSES MENDHZ*. 

YOU fay, at your feet I have wept in defpair. 
And vow'd that no angel was ever fo fair : 
How could you believe all the nonfenfe I (poke ? 
What know we of angels ? — ^I meant it in joke, 

I next (land indided for fwearing to love. 
And that nothing but death ihould my paffion remove 
I have lik'd you a twelvemonth : — a calendar year : 
And not yet contented !*-Have patience my dear. 

* In the muficd entertainment of The Chaplet^ 



SONO 
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SONG IX. 
INGRATEFUL BEAUTY THREATENED, 

BY THOMAS CAREW ESQj, 

KNOW Celia, (fince thou art fo proud,) 
'Twas I that gave thee thy renown : 
Thou hadfty in the forgotten crowd 

Of common beauties liv'd unknown. 
Had not my verfe exhal'd thy name. 
And with it impt the wings of fame. 

That killing power is none of thine, 

I gave it to thy voice and eyes : 
Thy fweetSy thy graces, all are mine; 

Thou art my flar, fhin'ft in my ikies ; 
Then dart not, from thy borrow'd fphere^ 
Lightning on him that fix'd thee there. 

Tempt me with fuch affrights no more^ 

Left what I made I uncreate : 
Let fools thy myflic forms adore, 

I'll know thee in thy mortal ftate. 
Wife poets that wrapp'd Truth in tales. 
Knew her themfelves through ail her veils. 



1:1, SONG 
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SONG X. 
TO A LADY MORE CRUEL THAN FAIR. 

BY MR. VANBROOK. 

WHY d'ye with fach difdain i^fufe 
An humble lovers plea ? 
Since Heaven denies you power to chufe» 
You ought to value me. 

Ungrateful miftrefs of a heart. 

Which I fo freely gave ; 
Though weak your bow, though blunt your dart, 

I foon refign'd your (lave. 

Nor was I weary of your reign, 

*Till you a tyrant grew. 
And feem'd regardlefs of my pain, 

As nature feem'd of you. 

When thoufands with unerring eyes 

Your beauty would decry. 
What graces did my love devife. 

To give their truths the lie ? 

To every grove I told your charms. 

In you my heav'n I plac'd, 
Propofing pleafures in your arms. 

Which none but I could taile. 



For 
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For me t' admire, at fuch a rate. 

So damn'd a face, will prove 
Vou have as little caufe to hate. 

As I had caufe to love. 



S O N G XL 
A FAREWELL TO LOVE. 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEY. 

ONCE more Loves mighty charms are brokc^ 
His flrength and cunning I defy ; 
Once more J have thrown oiF his yoke. 
And am a man» and do defpife the boy. 

Thanks to her pride, and her difdain. 
And all the follies of a fcornful mind : 

I'd ne'er pofTefs'd my heart again. 
If fair Miranda had been kind. 

Welcome, fond wanderer, as cafe. 

And plenty to a wretch in pain. 
That worn with want and a difeafe. 

Enjoys his health, and all bis friends again. 

Let others waHe their time and youth. 

Watch and look pale, to gain a peevifh maid. 

And learn too late this dear-bought truth. 
At length they're fure to be betray'd. 

I3 SONC 
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SONG xn. 

THE RECONCILEMENT. 

BY THE pUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

COME, let us now refolve at laft 
To live and love in quiet : 
W^'U tie the knot fo very fad, 
That time (hall ne*er untie it. 

The trueft joys they feldom prove. 

Who free from quarrels live ; 
'Tis the moft tender part of love 

Each other to forgive. 

When leaft I feem'd conccrn'd, I took 

No pleafure, nor no reft ; 
And when I feign'd an angry look, 

Alas ! I lov'd you beft. 

Say but the fame to me, you'll find 

How bleft will be our fate ; 
Oh, to be happy, to be kind. 

Sure, never is too late. 



SONG 
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SONG xni. 

BY MR. CONGREVE. 

FALSE though (he be to me and love, 
ril ne'er purfue revenge ; 
For flill the charmer I approve. 
Though I deplore her change. 

In hours of blifs we oft have met. 

They could not always lafl ; 
And though the prefent I regret, 

I'm grateful for the paft* 



SONG XIV. 

BY MR. ADDISON*. 

IF 'tis joy to wound a lover. 
How much more to give him eafe. 
When his paffion you difcover ? 

Ah ! how pleafing 'tis to pleafe : 
The blifs returns, and we receive 
Tranfports greater than we give. 

* In the open of RofamoncL 
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SONG XV. 
LOVE FOR LOVE. 

]IV SIR FULKE GR£VILL» LORD BROOKS, 

AWAY with thcfc felf-loving lad«. 
Whom Cupids arrow never glads ! 
Away poor fouls, that fig'h and weep, 
Jn love of thofe that lie afleep ! 
For Cppid is a merry god. 
An. forceth none to kifs the rod. 

Sweet Cupids (hafts like defliny 
Do caufelefs good or ill decree ; 
Defert is borne out of his bow, 
Jleward upon his wing doth go ! 

What fools are they that have not knowni 

That Love likes no laws but his own f 

■* 

My fongs they be of Cynthias praife, 
I wear her rings on holidays. 
In OYtry tree I write her name, 
And every day I read the fame. 

Where Honour Cupids rival is 

There iniracles are feen of his ! 

If Cynthia crave her ring of me, 
I blot her name out of the tree : 
If doubt do darken thii)gs held dear, 
Tben well-fare nothing once a year ! 

For many run, but one mufl win ! 

Ppo}8 only hedg^ the cuckow in ! 

The 
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The worth that worthinefs (hoold more 

Is love, that is the bow of Love ; 

And love as well the fbfter can. 

As can the mighty noble-man. 
Sweet faint, 'tis true» you worthy be : 
Yet, without love, nought worth to me* 



SONG XVI. 

BY JOHN.BULTEEL*. . 

CHLORIS, 'twill be for eithers reft 
Truly to know each others breaft^ 
1*11 make th' obfcureft part of nune 
Tranfparent, as I would have thine : 
If you will deal but fo with me, ^ 
We foon ihall part, or foqn agree. 

Know then, though you were twice as fair. 
If it could be, as now you are ; 
And though the graces of your mind 
With a refembling luftre fhin'd ; 

Yet, if you lov*d me not, you'd fee 

I'd value thofe as you do me. 

* A peribn, of whom, it it belieredi nothing more is known, than that 
he wa8 thecolledor of a fmall mifceilany, publiihed about the middle of th« 
laft century, whence this and another foag are extra£bed, both of which 
were afcribed to him by manufcript notet in a copy the edicor has feen : it 
was therefor but juftice to prefix his name. 

Though 
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Though V2L thoufand times had fworn 
My paflion fhould tranfcend your fcorn ; 
And that your bright triumphant eyes 
Create a flame that never dies; 

Vet, if to me you prov'd untrue, 
Thofe oaths fhould prove as falfe to you. 

If love I vovv'd to pay for hate, 
*Twas, I confefs, a mere deceit; 
Or that my flame fhould deachlefs prove,' 
*Twas but to render fo your love : 
I bragg'd as cowards ufe to do. 
Of dangers they'll ne'er run into. 

And now my tenets I have fhow'd, 
If you think them too great a load ; 
T* attempt your change were but in vain. 
The conquefl not being worth the pain : 

With them I'll other nymphs fubdue ; 

'Tis too much to lofe time and you. 



SONG XVU. 

BY MR. DRYDEN*. 

FAIR Iris I love, and hourly I die. 
But not for a lip, nor a languifhing eye ; 
She's fickle and falfe, and there we agree. 
For I am as f^lfc and as fickle as (he ; 

* In the comedy of Amphitryon. 



Wc 
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We neither believe what either can fay. 
And neither believing, we neither betfay. 

*Tis civil to fwear, and fay things of coorfe; 
We mean not the taking for better for worfe : 
When prefent we love ; when abfent agree ; 
I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me : 
The legend of Love no couple can find. 
So eafy to part, or fo equally join'd. 



SONG xvnr. 

BY MR. MATHEW CONCANEN. 

I Love thee, by heavens, I cannot fay more ; 
Then fet not my pailion a cooling ; 
If thou yield*ft not at once I muft e'en give thee o'er. 
For I'm but a novice at fooling. 

What my love wants in words, it fhall make up in deeds: 
Then why fhould we walle time in ftuiF, child ? 

A performance, you wot well, a promife exceeds. 
And a word to the wife is enough, child. 

I know how to love, and to make that love known, 

fiut I hate all protefling and arguing : 
Had a goddefs my heart, fhe fhould e'en lie alone. 

If ihe made many words to a bargain. 

Fm a quaker in love, and but barely affirm 

Whate'er my fond eyes have been faying : 
Prithee, be thou fo too ; feek for no better term, 

But e'en throw thy yea or thy nay in. 

I cannot 
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I cannot bear love, like a chancery fuit. 

The age of a patriarch depending ; 
Then pluck up a fpirit, no longer be mute» 

Give it» one way or other, an ending. 

Long courtfhip's the vice of a phlegmatic fool. 

Like the grace of fanatical finners. 
Where the ftomachs are loft, and the viftuals grow cool. 

Before men fit down to their dinners. 



SONG XIX. 

BY EUSTACE BUDGELL ESQ. 

• 

I'M not one of your fops, who to pleafe a coy lafs. 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an afs. 
Life is dull without love, and not worth the pofTeiSng; 
But fools make a curfe what was meant for a bleiCng. 
While his god(hip*s not rude, I'll allow him my breafl ; 
But, by Jove, out he goes, (hould he once break my reft. 
I can toy with a girl for an hour, to allay 
The flufter of youth, or the ferment of May ; 
But muft beg her excufe, not to bear pain or anguifh j 
For that's not to love, by her leave, but to languifh. 



SONG 
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SONG XX. 

BY SIR RICHARD STEEL*. 

L£ T not love on me bellow 
Soft diftrefs, and tender woe ; 
I know none but Aibflantial blifTes, 
Eager glances, folid kiiTes. 

I know not what the lovers feign 
Of finer pleafure mix'd with pain; 
Then prithee give me, gentle boy. 
None of thy grief, but all thy joy. 



SONG XXL 
MEDIOCRITY IN LOVE REJECTED. 

BY THOMAS CAREW E S Q^ 



G 



IVE me more love, or more difdain; 



The torrid, or the frozen zone 
Brings equal eafe unto my pain ; 

The temperate affords me none : 
Either extreme, of love, or hate. 
Is fweeter than a calm eilate. 

Give me a dorm ; if it be love. 
Like Danae in a golden fhow'r 

I fwim in pleafure ; if it prove 
Difdain, that torrent will devour 

* la the comedy of The FanenU 



My 
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My vulture hopes ; and he's pofTefs'd 
Of Heav'n, that's but from hell released 
Then crown my joys, or cure my pain ; 
Give me more love, or more difdain. 



SONG xxn. 

DISPRAISE OF LOVE, AND LOVERS FOLLIES. 

BY FRANCIS DAVISON •• 

IF love be life, I long to die, 
Live they that lift for me : 
And he that gains the moft thereby, 

A fool, at lead fhall be. 

But he that feels the foreft fits. 

Scapes with no lefs than lofs of wits ; 

Unhappy life they gain. 

Which love do entertain. 

In day by fained looks they live. 

By lying dreams by night. 
Each frown a deadly wound doth give. 

Each fmile a falfe delight. 



* Son of William Dayifon, fecretary to Queen Elizabeth, who fuffered 
fo much through that princefKi caprice ao4 cruelty iji the tragical affair of 
Mary Queen of Scots. 

irt 
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If 't hap the lady pleafant feem. 
It is for others love they deem : 

If void fhe feem of joy, 

Difdain doth make her coy. 

Such is the peace that lovers find. 

Such is the life they lead ; 
Blown here and there with every wind. 

Like flowers in the mead. 
Now war, now peace, now war again ^ 
Defire, defpair, delight, difdain: 

Though dead, in midil of life ; 

In peace, and yet at ftrife. 



SONG xxin. 

BY GEORGE WITHER*. 

SHALL I, wafting in defpair. 
Die becaufe a woman's fair ? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care, 
Caufe anothers rofy are ; 
Be fhe fairer than the day. 
Or the flowery meads in May ; 
If flie be not fo to me. 
What care I how fair flie be. 

* A Toluminous writer in the earlier part of the laft century. From 
IS long, dull, puritanical rhimes, he has acquired the name and character 
f the Engliih Bavius. His more juvenile pieces, however, of which the 
E>ove is a fpecimen, would not diicredit the bcft writer of that age. 

Should' 
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Should my heart be gricv'd or pin'd^ 
Caufe I fee a woman kind ? 
' Or a well difpofed nature. 
Joined with a lovely feature ? 
Be (he meeker, kinder, than 
Turtle-dove or pelican ; 

If (he be not fo to me. 

What care I how kind ihe be. 

Shall a womans virtues move 
Mc to pcrifh for her love ? 
Or, her wcll-dcfcrvings known. 
Make me quite forget mine own ? 
Be (he with that goodnefs bleft. 
Which may gain her, name of Beft ; 

Jf flie be not fuch to me. 

What care I how good ihe be, 

Caufe her fortune feems too high. 
Shall I play the fool, and die ? 
Thofe that bear a noble mind, 
Where they want of riches find. 
Think what with them, they would do. 
That without them dare to woo : 

And, unlefs that mind I fee. 

What care I though great (he be. 

Grcaty or good, or kind, or fair, 
I will ne'er the more defpair : 
If flte love me, this believe, 
I will die, ere ihe (hall grieve. 

If 
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if (he flight me when I woo ; 
I can fcorn and let her go : 

For, if ihe be not for me. 

What care I for whom ihe be. 



SONG XXIV. 
J BY SIR WALTER RALftGH* 

SHALL I^ like an hermjit, dwell 
On a rock or in a cell. 
Calling horns the fmallefl part 
'I'hat is miffing of my heart. 
To beflow ity where I may 
Meet a rival every day ? 
If fhe undervalues me. 
What care I how fair ihe be. 

Were her treflbs angel gold ; 
If a flranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid. 
To convert them to a braid^ 
And, with little more ado. 
Work them into bracelets too ; 

If the mine be grown {q fred. 

What care I how rich it be. 

Were her hands as rich a prize 
As her hairs or precious eyes i 

Vol. L K If 
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If (he lay them out to take 
SLifles for good-manners fake ; 
And let every lover flcip 
From her hand unto her lip ; 
If (he feem not chafle to me» 
What care I how chafle fhe be. 

No, (he mud be perfe£i fnow, 
In effefl as well as (how» 
Warming but as fnow-balls do. 
Not like (ire by burning too ; 
But when (he by chance hath got 
To her heart a fecond lot ; 
Then, if others (hare with me. 
Farewell her, whate'er (he be« 



SONG XXV. 

BY SIR JOHN SUCKLING. 

WHY fo pale and wan» fond lover? 
Prithee why fo pale ? 
Willy when looking well can't move her,. 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee why fo pale I 

Why fo dull and mute» young (inner f 

Prithee why Co mute ? 
Willy when fpeaking well can't win her. 

Saying nothing do't ? 

Prithee why fo mute ?j 



Quit, 



L O V E . S O N G S, 131 

Quit, quit for (hame ; this will not move. 

This cannot take her; 
If of herfelf (he will not love* 

Nothing can make her; 

The devil take her. 



SONG XXVI. 

YE little Lovesy that roand her wait^ 
To bring me tidings of my fate ; 
As Celia <m her pillow lies. 
Ah ! gently whifper, Strephon dlet» 

If this will not her pity move. 
And the proud fair difdains to lovei 
Smile, and fay» 'tis all a lie. 
And haughty Strephon fcoms to die* 



5 o N G xxvn. 

BY SIR JOHN SUCKLING, 

•^TT^IS now fince I fat down before 

X That foolilh fort, a heart, 
(Time ftrangely fpent) a year, or moic^ 

And ftill I did my part : 

K z Blade 
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Made my approaches, from her hand 

Unto her Hp did rife. 
And did already underftand 

The language of the tyts* 

Proceeded on with no kfs art. 

My tongue was engineer ; 
I thought to undermine the heart 

By whifpering in the ear. 

When thii did nothing, I brought down' 
Great cannon-oaths, and (hot 

A thoufand thoufand to the towiw 
And iUll it yielded not. 

I then refolv'd to ftarve the place. 

By cutting off all kiflas, 
Praying and gazing on her fact* 

And all fuch little bliiSes. 

To draw her out, and from her flrength^ 

I drew all batteries in : 
And brought myielf to lie at length 

As if no (lege had been. 

When I had done what man could do. 
And thought the place mine own, 

The enemy lay quiet too. 
And finiPd at all was done. 



Ifent 
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I fent to know, ftom whence and where, 

Thefe hopes, and this relief; 
A fpy inform'd. Honour was there. 

And did command in chief, 

March, march, (quoth I) the word ftrait give, 

ril lofe no time but leave her ; 
That giant upon air will live. 

And hold it out for ever. 

To fuch a place our camp remove 
As will no fiege abide ; 
}k I hate a fool that flarves her love. 

Only to feed }ier pride. 



SONG XXVHL 

BY MATHEW PRIOR E S Qj, 

THE merchant to'fecure his treafure 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name ; 
Euphelia ferves to grace my meafure. 
But Chloe is my real flame. 

My fofteft yeHCf my darling lyre 

Upon Euphelias toilet lay. 
When Chloe noted her defire 

That I fhottld fing, that I ihould play. 

K3 My 
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My lyre I tune» my voice I raife. 
But with my numbers mix my iighs ; 

And whilft I iing Euphelias praife, 
{ fix my foul on Chloes eyes. 

Fair Chloe blu(h'd» Euplielia fown'd ; 

I Aing and gaz'd» I play'd and trembled ; 
And Venus to the Loves around. 

Remarked how ill we all difiTembled. 



SONG XXIX. 

BY SIR WILLIAM Y O N G E. 

IN vain, dear Chloe» you fuggeft. 
That I, inconftanty have pofTefs'da 
Or lov'd a fairer (he ; 
Would you, with eafe, at once be cur'd 
Of all the ills you've long endur'd, 
Confult your glafs and me. 

If then you think, that I can find 

A nymph more fair, or one more kind. 

You've reafon for your fears ; 
But if impartial you will prove 
To your own beauty, and my love. 

How needlefs are your tears. 

If, in my way, I (hould, by chance, 
Jleceive or give a wanton glance, 



Iliko 
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I like but while I view : 
How flight the glance, how faint the kifs, 
Compar'd to that fubftantial blifs 

Which I receive from you \ 

With wanton flight the curious bee 
From flow'r to flowV ilill wanders free ; 

And where each bloflbm blows^ 
£xtra6ts the juice of all he meets. 
But, for his quinteiTence of fweets 

He ravifhes the rofe. 

So I, my fancy to employ. 
On each variety of joy. 

From nymph to nymph do roam ; 
Perhaps fee Bfty in a day ; 
They're all but vifits that I pay. 

For Chloe's flill my home. 



SONG XXX. 

SHOULD fome perverTe malignant ^ 
(As envious fbrs will fometimes ihine) 
Throw me from my Florella far. 
Let not my lovely fair repine. 
If in her abfence I fhould gaze 
With pleafure on anothers face. 

K 4 The 
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The wearied pilgrim, when the fan 
Has ended his diurnal race. 

With pleafure fees the friendly moon 
By borrow'd light, fupply his place : 

Not that he flights the god of day, 

Put loves ev'n his reflected ray. 



SONG XXXI. 
TO CHLOE JEALOUS, 

BY MATHEW PRIOR, ESQ;^ 

DEAR Chloe how blubber'd is that pretty face ! 
Thy cheek all on fire and thy hair all uncurl'd ! 
Prithee quit this caprice, and (as old Falflaff' fays) 
Let us e'en talk a little like folks of this world. 

How canft thou prefume thou haft leave to deftroy 
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping ? 

Thofe looks were defign'd to infpire love and joy : 
More ord'nary eyes may ferve people for weeping. 

To be vex'd at a trifle or two that I writ. 

Your judgement at once, and my paflion you wrong: 
You take that for fa£t, which will fcarce be found wit : 

Odslife ! muft one fwear to the truth of a fong ? 

What J fpeak, my fair Chloe, and what [ write fhow s 
The difPrence ^here is betwixt nature and art : 

J court others in yerCe ; but I love Thee in profe : 
And they have my whimfiesi but thou haft my heart. 
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The god of us verfe-men (yoa know child) the Stin^ 

How after his journjies he fets up his reft : 
If at morning o'er earth 'tis his fancy to run ; 

At night he reclines on his Thetises breaft.. 

So when I am wearied with \yand'riog all day; 

To thee my delight in the evening I come : 
No matter what beauties I faw in my way : 

They were but my vifits ; but thou art my home.. 

Then finilh, dear Chloe, this paftoral war ; 

And let us like Horace and Lydia agree : 
for thou art a girl as much brighter than her^ 

As he was a poet fublimer than me, 



SONG xxxn. 

1 

BY MISS AIKIN. 

WHEN gentle Celia ^pd I knew, 
A bread fo good, fo kind, fo true, 
Reafon and tafle approved ; 
Pleas'd to indulge fo pure a dame, 
I call'd it by too foft a name. 
And fondly thought I lov'd. 

Till Chloris came, with fad furprife 
I felt the lightning of hpf eyes 

Through all my fenfes run : 
All glowing with reiifllefs charms, 
She £ird my breaft with new alarms, 

I faw, and was undone. 

O Celia I 
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Celia ! dear unhappy maid. 
Forbear the weaknefs to upbraid 

Which ought your fcorn to move ; 

1 know this beauty falfe and vain, 
I know fhe triumphs in my pain. 

Yet dill I feel I love. 

Thy gentle fmiles no more can pleafe. 
Nor can thy fofteft friendfliip eafc 

The torments I endure ; 
Think what that wounded breaft mud feel 
Which truth and kindnefs cannot heal. 

Nor even thy pity cure. 

Oft fhall I curfe my iron chain. 
And wi(h again thy milder reign 

With long and vain regret ; 
All that I can, to thee I give. 
And could I ilill to reafon live 

I were thy captive yet. 

But pafTions wild impetuous fea 
Hurries me far from peace and thee, 

'Twere vain to llruggle more : 
Thus the poor failor flumbering lies. 
While fwelling tides around him rife. 

And pufh his bark from fiiore. 

In vain he fpreads his helplefs arms. 
His pitying friends with fond alarms 

In 
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In vain deplore his Hate ; 
Still far and farther from the co^ 
On the high furge his bark is toft. 

And foundering yields to fate* 



SONG XXXIII. 

BY JOHN BULTEEL. 

IGranty a thoufand oaths I fwore 
I none would love but you : 
But not to change would wrong me more. 

Than breaking them can do. 
Yet you thereby a truth will learn. 

Of much more worth than I ; 
Which is, That lovers which do fwear. 
Do alfo ufe to lie. 

Chloris does now poflefs that hear(. 

Which to you did belong : 
But though thereof ihe brags a while. 

She fhall not do fo long. 
She thinks, by being fair and kind. 

To hinder my remove, 
And ne'er fo much as dreams that change. 

Above both thofe, I love* 

Then grieve not any morc;^ nor think 

My change is a difgrace : 
For though it robs you of one flave. 

It leaves anothers place. 

Which 
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Which your bright ejet will focm fubdne 
With him does them firft (ee: 

For if they could not conquer more. 
They ne'er h^ conqoer'd me. 



% 



SONG XXXIV, 
THE CHRONICLE. 

BY ABRAHAM COWLEY E S q;^ 

MARGARITA BrUt poffe{$'d. 
If I remember well, my breaft^ 
Margarita firft of all : 
Bat when a while the wanton maid 
With my reftlefs heart had play'd, 
Martha took the flying ball* 

Martha foon did it redgn 
To the beauteous Katherine : 

Beauteous Katherine gave place 
(Though loth and angry fhe to par( 
With the poiTeffion of my heart) 

To Elizas conquering face. 

Eliza till this hour might reign. 
Had ihe not evil counfels ta'en ; 

Fundamental laws (he broke. 
And ftill new favourites (he chofe. 
Till up in arms my pa(nons rofe, 

And call away her voke. 



Mar 
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Mary then, and gentle Anne, 
£oth to reign at once began } 

Alternately they fway'd ; 
And fometimes Mary was the fair. 
And fometimes Anne the crown did wear. 

And fometimes both I obey'd. 

Another Mary theft arofe. 
And did rigorous laws impofe, 

A mighty tyrant fhe ! 
Long, alas ! ihoald J have been 
Under that iron-fcepter'd qneei)^ 

Had not Rebecca fet me free. 

When fair Rebecca fet me free, 
'Twas then a golden time with me ^ 

But foon thofe pleafures fled : 
For the gracious princefs died 
In her youth and beaotys pride. 

And Judith reigned in her flead. 

One month, three days, and half an hooiV 
Judith held the fov'reign pow'r : 

Wondrous beautiful her &ce. 
But fo weak and fmall her wit. 
That fhe to govern was unfit. 

And fo Sufanna took her place. 

But when Ifabella came 
Arm'd with a reiiiUefs flame, 

An4 
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And th' artillery of her eye, 
Whilil (he proudly march'd aboat 
Greater conquefls to find out. 

She beat out Sufan by the bye. 

Bat in her place I then obey'd 
Black-ey'd Befs her vicc-roy maid. 

To whom enfued a vacancy. 
Thoufand worfe paffions then pofTefs'd 
The interregnum of my breaft. 

Blefs me from fuch an anarchy ! 

Gentle Henrietta than. 

And a third Mary, next began ; 

Then Joan, and Jane, and Audria ; 
And then a pretty Thomafine, 
And then another Katherine, 

And then a long et cetera. 

But fhould I now to you relate 

The ftrength and riches of their ftate. 

The powder, patches, and the pins^f 
The ribbands, jewels, and the rings. 
The lace, the paint, and warlike things 

That make up all their magazines : 

If I fhould tell the politic arts 
To take and keep mens hearts. 

The letters, embaf&es, and fpies ; 
The frowns, and fmiles, and flatteries. 
The quarrels, tears, and perjuries, 

Numberlefs, namelefs myfleries ! 



And 
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And all the little lime- twigs laid 
By Machiavel the waiting-maid ; 

I more voluminous fhould grow 
(Chiefly if I like them fhould teU 
All change of weather that befel) 

Than Mollingflied or Stow. 

But I will briefer with them be. 
Since few of them were long with mc. 

Anliigher and a nobler flrain 
My prefent emperefs does claim, 
Heleonora ! firft o'th' name. 

Whom God grant long to reign ! 



SONG XXXV. 

BY AMBROSE PHILIPS ESQ:. 

WHY we love, and why we hate. 
Is not granted us to know ; 
Random chance, or wilful fate. 
Guides the fhaft from Cupids bow. 

If on me Zelinda frown, 

Madnefs 'tis in me to grieve : 

Since her will is not her own. 
Why Ihould I uneafy live i 



If 
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If I for ZeHnda die. 
Deaf to poor Mizellas criesy 

Alk not me the reafon why : 
Seek the riddle in the ikies. 



SONG XXXVI. 
CROSS PURPOSE »^ 

TOM loves Mary pafliog well. 
And Mary fhe loves Harry jf 
But Harry fighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love mifcarry ; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burnsy 
Whilfl Mary flights his paffion : 
So flrangely freakifh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 

Mol gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 

Which he in am'rous folly 
Confign'd to Bell, and in few hours 

It came again to Molly : 
Thus all by turns are woo*d and woo/ 

No turtles can be truer ; 
Each loves the objedl they purfue, 

But hates the kind pnrfuer. 

As much as Mary Thomas grieves. 

Proud Hal defpifes Mary ; 
And all the flouts which Bell receiveii 

From Tom, fhe vents on Harry : 



If 



f. 
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tf one of all the four has frown'd^ 

You ne'er faw people grummer ; 
If one has fmil'dy it catches round;^ 

And all are in good-humour. 

Then, lovers, hence this leiFon learn^ 

Throughout the Britifh nation ; 
tiov/ much 'tis every ones concern 

To fmile at reformation. 
And flill, through life, this rule purfue^ 

Whatever objedls ftrike you. 
Be kind to them that fancy you. 

That thofe you love may like you^ 



SONG XXXVIL 

THE COUNTRY WEDDING. 

TT/ Etiti met pretty nymph, fays a jolly young fwaiii^ 
W To a lovely young (hepherdefs croffing the plains 
Why fo much in hafte ? (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to afk you, fair maiden, which way? 
Then llrait to this queftion the nymph did reply. 
With a fmile on her look, and a leer on her eye, 
I came from the village, and homeward I go j 
And now gentle Ihepherd, pray why would you know f 

I hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amifs, 
If I tell you the reafon of aflcing you this ; 
I would fee you fafe home, (the fwain was in love) 
Of fuch a companion if you would approvet 

Vot, I. L Your 
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Your offer, kind (hepherd, is civil I own. 
But fee no great danger in going alone ; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free. 
For one as another, for you as for me. 

No danger in going alone, it is true. 
But yet a companion is pleafanter too ; 
And if you could like (now the fwain he took heart) 
Such a fweetheart as me, we never would part : 
O ! that's a long word, faid the fhepherdefs then ; 
I've often heard fay, there's no minding you men : 
YouMl fay and unfay, and you'll flatter, 'tis true ; 
Then leave a young maiden, the firll thing you do. 

O ! judge not fo harfhiy, the fhepherd replied ; 
To prove what I fay, I will make you my bride ; 
To-morrow the parfon (well faid, little fwain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain 
Then what the nymph anfwer'd to this, is not faid ;. 
The very next morn to be fure they were wed. 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down ; 
Now when fiiall we fee fuch a wedding in town. 



SONG XXXVIII. 
HUMPHREY GUBBINS COURTSHIP. 

A Courting I went to my love. 
Who is fwecter than rofes in May ; 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 
The devil a word could I fay. 

I w.ilk'd 
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I walk'd with her into the garden. 
There fully intending to woo her; 

But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I faid any thing to her. 

I clafp'd her hand clofe to my breaft, 

While my heart was as light as a feather ; 
Yet nothing I faid, I proteft. 

But Madam, 'tis very fine weather. 

To an arbour I did her attend. 

She afk'd me to come and fit by her ; 
I crept to the furthermoft end. 

For I was afraid to come nigh her. 

I afk'd her which way was the wind. 

For I thought in fome talk we mufl enter : 
Why, fir, (fhe anfwer'd and grinn'd) 

Have you juft fent your wits for a venture ? 
Then I follow'd her into the houfe. 

There I vow'd I my paflion would try ; 
But there I was flill as a moufe :— 

Oh ! what a dull booby was I ! 
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SONG XXXIX. 
THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 

BY WILLIAM WALSH E S Qs_ 

DISTRACTED witH care. 
For Phyllis the fair; 
Since nothing could move her. 
Poor Damon, her lover, 

Refolves in defpair 

No longer to languifti, • 

Nor bear fo much anguifh; 

But, mad with his love. 

To a precipice goes; 

Where, a leap from above 

Would foon iinifli his woes. 

When in rage he came there. 

Beholding how fleep 

The fides did appear, 

And the bottom how deep; 

His torments projcdling. 

And fadly rcflefting. 

That a lover forfaken 

A new love may get ; 

But a neck, when once broken. 

Can never be fet : 
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Andy that he could die 
Whenever he would ; 
But, that he could live 
But as long as he could: 
How grievous foever 
The torment might grow. 
He fcorn'd to endeavour 
To finifh it fo. 
But boldy unconcem'd 
At thoughts of the pain. 
He calmly return'd 
To his cottage again. 



SONG XL. 

MY name is honeft Hany, 
And I love little Maiy, 
In fpite of Cifsy or jealous Bcfs, 
I'll have my own fegary. 

My love is blithe and buxom. 
And fweet and fine as can be, 

Frefli and gay as the flow'rs in May, 
And looks like Jack-a-Dandy. 

And if Hie will not have me. 

That am fo true a lover, 
I'll drink my wine, and ne'er repine. 

And down the ftairs I'll fhove her. 



L 3 But 
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But if that (he will love, fir, 
ril be as kind as may be, 

I'll give her rings, and pretty things. 
And deck her like a lady. 

He petticoat of fatin, 

Her gown of crimfon tabby, 

Lac*d up before, and fpangled o'er, 
Jufl like a BarthoPmew baby* 

Her waiftcoat fliall be fcarlet. 
With ribbands tied together ; 

Her (lockings of a cloudy blue. 
And her (hoes of Spani(h leather. 

Her fmock of (ineft Holland, 
And lac'd in every quarter, 

Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang below her garter. 

Then to the church Til have her. 
Where we will wed together. 

And fo come home when we have done. 
In fpite of wind and weather. 

The (idlers (hall attend us, 

And (irft play John come kifs me. 

And when that we have danc'd around. 
Then (Irike up. Hit or mifs me. 



Then 
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Then hey for little Mary, 

'Tis Ihe i love alone, fir ; 
Let any man do what he can, 

I will haWlier, or none, iir. 



SONG XLL 
A NEW SONG OF OLD SIMILES- 

BY MR. GAY.? 

My paffion is as muflard ilrong ; 
I fit all fober fad ; 
Drunk as a piper all day long ; 
Or like a March hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers flow ; 

I drink, yet can't forget her ; 
For though as drunk as Davids fow^ 

I love her ilill the better. 

Pert as a pearmonger I'd be. 

If Molly were but kind ; 
Cool as a cucumber could fee 

The reft of womankind. 

Like a ftuck pig I gaping ftare. 

And eye her o'er and o'er ; 
Lean as a rake with iighs and care. 

Sleek as a moufe before. 

L 4 Plump 
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Plump as a partridge was I knowii. 

And foft as filk my fkin ; 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown^ 

But as a groat now thin. "^ 

ly melancholy as a cat. 

Am kept awake to weep ; 
But fhe, infenfible of that, 

Sound as a top can deep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or ftone. 
She laughs to fee me pale ; 

And merry as a grig is grown. 
And brifk as bottled ale. 

The god of love at her approadi. 

Is bqfy as a bee \ 
Hearts found as any bell or roach 

Are fmit, and figh like me. 

Ah me ! as thick as hops or hail. 
The fine men croud about her ; 

But foon as dead as a door nail 
Shall I be if without her. 

Strait as my leg her ftiape appears ; 

Oh ! were we join'd together, 
jVfy heart would foon be free from canes. 

And lighter thaq a feather. 
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As fine as five-pence is her mien. 

No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as a razor keen» 

And not the fun is brighter^ 

As foft as pap her kifies are, 

Methinks I feel them yet ; 
Brown as a berry is her hair^ 

Her eyes as black as jet. 

As fmooth as glafs, as white as curds. 

Her pretty hand invites ; 
Sharp as a needle are her words ; 

Her wit like pepper bites. 

Briik as a body-loufe fhe trips ; 

Clean as a penny dreft ; 
Sweet as a rofe her face and lips ; 

Round as a globe her breaft. 

Full as an egg was I with glee. 

And happy as a king ; 
Good lack ! how all men envied me ; 

She lov'd like any thing. 

But falfe as hell, Hie, like the wind. 

Changed as her fex mud do ; 
'J'hough feeming as the turtle kind. 

And as the gofpel true. 



V 
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If I and Molly could ^grtt, 
Let who will take Peru, 

Great as an emperor I fhoold be. 
And richer thaa a Jew. 

Till yon grow tender as a chick, 

I'm dull as any poft; 
Let us like burrs together iHck, 

As warm z,z any toafl. 

You*ll knew me truer than a die. 
And wifh me better fped ; 

Flat as a flounder when I lie. 
And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun (he'll drop a tear. 
And figh perhaps and wi(h, 

When I am rotten as a pear. 
And mute as any fifh. 



A 



SONG XLIL 

Coblcr there was, and he liv'd in a flail. 
Which fcrv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, and hall. 



No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 
^/o ambition had he, nor duns at his gate ; 
Deny down, down, down, derry down. 



Contented 



k 



L O V E - S O N G S. i$s 

Contented he work'd, and he thought himfelf happy. 
If at night he could purchafe a jug of brown nappy : 
How he'd laugh then, and whittle, and fing too moft fweet. 
Saying, jull to a hair I have made both ends meet : 
Derry down, down, &c. 

But love, the diilurber of high and of low. 
That fhoots at the peafant as well as the beau ; 
He (hot the poor coblcr quite thorough the heart : 
I wifh he had hit fome more ignoble part : 
Derry down, down, &c. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play. 
Where a buxom young damfel continually lay; 
Her eyes (hone fo bright when iQie rofe ev*ry day. 
That fhe (hot the poor cobler quite over the way : 
Derry down, down, &c. 

He fung her love-fongs as he fat at his work. 
But (he was as hard as a Jew or a Turk : 
Whenever he fpake, (he would flounce and would fleer. 
Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair : 
Derry down, down, &c. 

He took up his awl that he had in the world. 
And to make away with himfelf was rcfolv'd; 
He piercM through his body inftead of the fole. 
So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll. 
Derry down, down, Sec, 



And 
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And now in good-witl I advife u a friend. 
All coblen tfke warning by thii coblen end : 
Keep your beuts out of love, for we find by wha^ipii^ _ 
That love brings us all to an end at the laft. 
Deiry down> down, &c. 





LOVE-SONGS. 

C L A S S IV. 



SONG I. 
BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEY*. 

AS Amoret with Phillis fat 
One evening on the pl^n. 
And Taw the charming Strephon wait 
To tell the nymph his pain ; 

The threatening danger to remove. 

She whifper-d in her ear. 
Ah! Phillis, if yoH would not love. 

This fhepherd do not hear. 

* to Sir Geoi^ Zlhaept comedy ot Tbe Mux ol Mode. 
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None ever had fo ffrange an art 

liis paflion to convey 
Into a lift'ning virgins heart, 

And fieal her foul away. 

Fly, fly betimes, for fear you give 
Occaiion for yoar fate :— 

In vain, f:.id (he, in rain I &iivc, 
Alas ! 'tis now too late. 



SONG n. 

BV SIR GEORGE ETH]fREGE», 

WHEN Phi His watch'd her harmlefs (heep 
Not one poor lamb was made a prey ; 
Vet fhc had caufe enough to weep. 

Her filly heart did go aflray. 
Then fly i Fig to the neighboring grove. 
She left the tender flock to rove. 
And to the winds did breathe her love. 
She fought in vain 
To eafe her pain ; 
The hcedlefs winds did fan her fire ; 
Venting her grief 
Gave no relief, 
i^ut rather did increafe defire. 

♦ In the comedy of Lo7C in a tub. 

Then 
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Then fitting with her arms acrofs, 
Her forrows dreaming from each eye ; 

She fix'd her thoughts upon her lofs. 
And in defpair refolv'd to die. 



SONG nr. 

BY SIR RICHARD STEEL •. 

FROM place to place forlorn I go. 
With downcaft eyes, a filent (hade ; 
Forbidden to declare my woe ; 
To fpeak, till ipoken to, afraid. 

My inward pangs, my fecret grief. 
My foft confenting looks betray ; 

He loves, but gives me no relief; 
Why fpeaks not He who may ? 



SONG IV. 

BY LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE. 

DEAR Colin, prevent my warm blufties. 
Since how can I fpeak without pain. 
My eyes have oft told you my wifhes. 
Oh ! can't you their meaning explain ? 



* In ihe comedy of The Confcious Lovers. 



My 
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My pafdon would lofc by cxprefion. 
And you too might cruelly blaxoe j 

Then don't you exped a coofeffioa 
Of what is too tender to name. 

bince yours is the proncce of fpeakisg^ 
Why fliould you expcd it from me ? 

Our wifaes fhould be in our keeping, 
'1 iJl you tell us what they (hoold be : 

Then quickly why don't you difcorcr? 
Did your heart feel fuch tortures as mukCp 

I need not teil over and over. 
What I in my bofom confine *. 



SONG v.. 
C H L O E S S O L I L O CLU Y. 

IF liOve and Reafon ne'er agree. 
And Virtue trembles at his power. 
May Heaven from Love pronounce mc freCf 
And guard me through each tender hour. 

L'ut if tlie pleafures Love beftows 
Are fuch as Reafon pleas'd allows. 

Are fuch as fmiling Virtue knows. 
To Love ril pay my virgin vows. 



* Her ladyHiip wts viittily anfwered by fir William Yojige j but Irit 
verfct could not be inferted here with propriety. 

And 
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And fuch they are — for loofe deilres 

But ill deferve the tender name ; 
They blaft, like lightnings tranfient fires. 

But Love's a pure and conftant flame. 

Love fcorns a fordid felfifh blifs. 

And only for its objedl lives ; 
Feels mutual truth endear the kifs. 

And tafles no joys but thofe it gives* 

Love's more than language can reveal. 

Or thought can reach, though thought is free, 

*Tis only felt — 'tis what I feel — 
And hope that Damon feels for me. 



SONG VL 

AH ! why rouft words my flame reveal ? 
Why needs my Damon bid me tell. 
What all my actions prove ? 
A blufli whene'er I meet his eye. 
Whene'er I hear his name, a figh 
Betrays my fecret love. 

In all the fports upon the plain 
Mine eyes flill fix'd on him remain. 

And him alone approve ; 
The refl unheeded dance or play. 
From all he fteals my praifc away, 

And can he doubt my love ? 

Vol. L M Whene'er 



i 
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Whttie*ar we meet, my looks €om&€^ 
The joyt that all my foal pofleis. 

And ererj care mnove ; 
Still, ftill too flioft appears his Bmj, 
The momeotf By too fzA zwzj. 

Too faft for my fond lore. 

Does any fpeak in Damons fnik. 
So pleasM am I with all he iays, 

I ercry word approve ; 
But is he blam'd, although in jeft» 
I feel refentment fire my breaH, 

Alas I becaofe I love. 

Bot ah ! what tortures tear my hearty 
When I fufped his looks impart 

The lead de^re to rove ! 
I hate the maid that gives me pain. 
Yet him to hate I drive in vain. 

For ah ! that hate is love. 

Then aflc not words, bnt read mine eyes. 
Believe my blulhei, tmft my iighs. 

My paflion thefe will prove ; 
Words oft deceive and fpring from art. 
The true expreflioni of my heart 

To Damon, mufi be love. 



SONG 
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SONG vir. 



By 



IF Cupid once the mind poiTeis^ 
All low afife£Uons ceafe ; 
No troubles then can give diilrefs. 

No tumult break the peace. 
Oh ! had I thoufand gifts in ftore^ 

Were I of worlds the queen. 
For him Fd covet thoafands more» 
And call profufion mean* 

Then let my Twain my love return. 

And equal raptures feel ; 
Nor let his paffions cool, or bum. 

As Fortune winds her wheel. 
If his fond heart I may believe 

Immutably fecure. 
No forrow then can make me grieve. 

No lofs can make me poor. 

^ la thceptatunmcat of Tht Rehorfal, or Bajei ia fetticoitt. Sit 
p. 29. 



Mf SONG 
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SONG vni. 

BY MRS. WHARTON*. 

HOW hardly I conceal'd my tears. 
How oft did I complain. 
When many tedious days my fears 
Told me I lov'd in vain. 

But now my joys as wild are grown. 
And hard to be conceal'd ; 

Sorrow may make a filent moan. 
But joy will be reveal'd. 

I tell it to the bleating flocks. 
To every ftream and tree. 

And blefs the hollow murmuring rocks 
For echoing back to me. 

Thus you may fee with how much joy 
We want, we wilh, believe ; 

'Tis hard fuch paiTion to deflroy. 
But eafy to deceive. 



* Firft wife of that notorioui Machiavdiao^ Thomas (afterwards) mar« 
^uit of Wharton. 



SONG 



I 
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SONG IX. 

BOAST not, miftaken Twain, thy art 
To pleafe my partial eyes ; 
The charms that have fubdued my heart 
Another may defpife. 

Thy face is to my humour made. 

Another it may fright ; 
Perhaps by fome fond whim betray'd 

In oddnefs I delight. 

Vain youth, to your confufion know> 

'Tis to my loves excefs 
You all your fancied beauties owe. 

Which fade as that grows lefs. 

For your own fake, if not for mine* 

You fhould preferve my fire. 
Since you, my fwain, no more will fhine. 

When I no more admire. 

By me indeed yon are allow'd 

The wonder of your kind ; 
But be not of my judgement proud 

Whom love has rendered blind. 



Mj SONG 
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SONG X. 
CHLOE TO STREPHON. 

BY SOAME JENYNS £ S (^ 

TOO plain y dear youth, thefe tell-tale eyei 
My heart your own declare ; 
But for heav'ns fake, let it fuffice. 
You reign triumphant there. 

Forbear your utmoft power to try. 

Nor farther urge your fway ; 
Prefs not for what I muft deny. 

For fear I (hould obey* 

Could all your arts fuccefsful prove. 

Would you a maid undo ? 
Whofc greateft failing is her love. 
And that her love for you. 

Say would you ufe that very pow'r 

You from her fondnefs claim. 
To ruin, in one fatal hour, 

A life of fpotlefs fame ? 

Ah ! ceafe, my dear, to do an ill, 

Becaufe perhaps you may ; 
But rather try your utmoft (kill. 

To fave mc, than betray. 



B 
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Be yoo yourfelf my virtnes guard. 

Defend, and not purfue. 
Since 'tis a talk for me too hard. 

To llrivc with love and you. 



SONG XL 

BY MRS. BEHN*. 

AH falfe Amyntas ! can that hour 
So foon forgotten be. 
When firft I yielded up my power, 
To be betray'd by thee ? 

God knows with how much innocence 

I did my heart refign, 
Unto thy faithlefs eloquence. 

And gave thee what was mine* 

I had not one referve in ilore. 

But at thy feet I laid 
Thofe arms which conquer'd heretofore. 

Though now thy trophies made. 

Thy eyes in filence told their tale 

Of love in fuch a way. 
That 'twas as eafy to prevail. 

As after to betray. 

* In the comedy of The Dutch Lorer* 

M4 SONG 
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SONG XII. 

BY MR. EDWARD MOORE*. 

WHEN Damon languifh'd at my feet. 
And I bcliev*d him true. 
The moments of delight how fwcet \ 

Bat ah ! how fwift they flew ! 
The funny hill, the flowery vale. 

The garden and the grove. 
Have echo*d to his ardent talc. 
And vows of endlcfs love. 

The conquefl gain'd, he left his prize. 

He left her to complain ; 
To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 

And mcafure time by pain. 
But Heaven will take the mourners part. 

In pity to defpair ; 
And the laft flgh that rends the heart. 

Shall waft the fpirit there. 

SONG XIII. 
THE LASS OF THE HILL. 

BY MISS MARY JONES. 

ON the brow of a hill a young fliepherdefs dwelt. 
Who no pangs of ambition or love had e'er felt : 
For a few fobcr maxims ftill ran in her head. 
That 'twas better to earn, ere flie eat her brown bread : 

* In the tragedy of The Gamefter, 

Tha* 
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That to rife with the lark was conducive to health. 
And, to folks in a cottage, contentment was wealth. 

Now young Roger, who liv'd in the valley below. 
Who at church and at market was reckoned a beau ; 
Had many times tried o'er her heart to prevail. 
And would reft on his pitch-fork to tell her his tale : 
With his winning behaviour he melted her heart ; 
But, quite artlefs herfelf, ihe fufpefled no art. 

He had figh'd and protefted, had kneeVd and ImplorM, 
And could lie with the grandeur and air of a lord: 
Then her eyes he commended in language well dreft. 
And enlarg'd on the torments that troubled his breaft ; 
'Till his fighs and his tears had fo wrought on her mind. 
That in downright compaffion to love Ihe inclined. 

But as foon as he'd melted the ice of her breaft. 
All the flames of his love in a moment decreas'd ; 
And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale. 
Where he boafts of his conqueft to Sufan and Nell: 
Though he fees her but feldom, he*s always in haftc. 
And if ever he mentions her, makes her his jeft. 

All the day flie goes flghing, and hanging her head. 

And her thoughts are fo pefter'd, (he fcarce earns her bread ; 

The whole village cry ftiame when a milking (he goes. 

That fo little aiFeftion is fhow'd to the cows : 

But (he heeds not their railing, e'en let 'em. rail Ort, '.. 

And a fig for the cows, now her fweet-heart is gone. ^'^ 



Nowr 
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Now bcwarf, ye young virgins of Britalns gay iflct 

I'low ye yield up your hcnt i$ to a look or a. fmile : 

For Cupid U artful, niid viigins arc frail. 

And you'll tind a falfu Roger in every vale. 

Who tn court you and tempt you will try all his Ibill ; 

But remembtr The lufi oa the brow of the hill. 



SONG XIV. 
BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 

WHIiN lovely woman ftoops to folly. 
And finds too late that men betray, 
\Vh.it charm can fuoth her melancholy ? 
What art can walli her guilt away i 

Thr only art her guilt to cover, 

'1 o Indt her fliame from every eye, 
I n i;iic rc[ cnt:mce to her lover, 
\> 1 iin^jhii borom, i: — to die. 
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CLASS V. 



BY BARTON BOOTH ES <!;,-;<',, 

SWEET are the chams of her I love. 
More fragrant than the damafb rofe. 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 

Geade as air when Zephyr blowit 
Refrelhing as defcending rains 
To fun-barnt climes, and thirfty plaini. 

True as the needle to the pole. 

Or as the dial to the fun : 
Connant as gliding waters roll, 

Whofe fwelting tides obey the moon i 
From every other charmer free. 
My life and love Ihall follow thee. 
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The lamb the flowery thyme devours. 
The dam the tender kid purfues. 

Sweet Philomel, in (hady bowers 
Of verdant fpring her note renews ; 

All follow what they moft admire. 

As I pnrfue my fouls defire. 

Nature muft change her beauteous face, 
f And vary as the feafons rife ; 

As winter to the fpring gives place. 

Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 
No change on love the feafons bring. 
Love only knows perpetual fpring. 

Devouring time, with dealing pace. 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 

And marble tow'rs, and gates of brafs. 
In his rude march he levels low : 

But time, dcftroying far and wide. 

Love from the foul can ne'er divide. 

Death only, with his cruel dart. 
The gentle godhead can remove ; 

And drive him from the bleeding heart 
To mingle with the blefs'd above. 

Where, known to all his kindred train. 

He finds a lading reft from pain. 

Love, and his fifter fair, the foul, 

Twin-born, from heaven together came : 

Love will the univerfe controul. 

When dying feafons lofe their name ; 



Divi 



ine 
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Divine abodes fliall own his pow*r. 
When time and death ihall be no more. 



SONG II. 

BY DR. PARNELL. 

MY days have been fo wondrous frecy 
The little birds that fly, 
With carelefs eafe from tree to tree. 
Were but as blefs'd as I. 

Afk gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ilream ? 

Or alk the flying gales, if e'er 
I lent a flgh to them ? 

But now my former days retire. 

And I'm by beauty caught ; 
The tender chains of fweet deiire 

Are iix'd upon my thought. 

An eager hope within my breaft 

Does every doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy (lands confeft 

The fav'rite of my foul. 

Ye nightingales, ye twilling pines I 
Ye fwains that haunt the grove I 

Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds ! 
Ye dofe retreats of Ibve ! 



With 
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With all of nature, all of art, 

Aflift the dear deiign ; 
O teach a young unpradis'd heart 

To make her ever mine. 

The very thought of change I hate. 

As much as of de(pair ; 
Nor ever covet to be great, 

Unlefs it be for her. 

'Tis true, the paflion in my mind 
Is mix'd with foft diftrefs ; 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiih it lefs. 



SONG III. 

BY MRS. PILKINGTOK. 

STELLA, darling of the mufes. 
Fairer than the blooming ipring ; 
Sweetefl theme the poet chufes. 
When of thee he drives to iing. 

While my foul with wonder traces 
All thy charms of face and mind. 

All the beauties, all the graces 
Ofthyftxintheelfind. 



Love, 
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Love, and joy, and admirationy 

In my breaft alternate rife ; 
Words no more can paint my paflion. 

Than the pencil can thy eyes. 

Lavifh nature thee adorning, 

O'er thy lips and cheeks hath fpread 

Colours that might ihame the morning. 
Smiling with celeflial red. 

Would the gods, in bleft condition. 

Our requefls indulgent view. 
Sure each mortals firfl petition 

Would be to refemble you. 



SONG IV. 

BY LORD LYTTELTON^i 

WHEN Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thoufand tender fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

Whene'er (he fpeaks, my ravifti'd ear 
No other voice but hers can hear ; 
No other wit but hers approve : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

♦ ** Written in the year 173a*" 



If 
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If flic fome other youth commend, 
Though 1 was once his fondeft friend. 
His inftant enemy I prove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

When flie is abfent, I no more 
Deliglit in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleared fpring, the fhadieft grove 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

When fond of power, of beauty vain. 
Her nets fhe fpread for every fwain, 
I ftrove to hate, but vainly drove : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 



SONG V. 

AS he lay in the plain, his arm under his head. 
And his flock feeding by, the fond Celadon faid ; 
If love's a fweet paflion, why does it torment ? 
If a bitter (faid he) whence are lovers content? 

Since I fuffer with pleafure, why fhould I complain ? 
Or grieve at my fate, when I know 'tis in vain ? 
Yet (b pleadng the pain is, fo fbft is the dart. 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 

To myfelf I figh often without knowing why ; 
And when abfent from Phyllis methinks I could die : 
But oh I what a pleafure dill fellows my pain ; 
When kind fortune does help me to fee her again* 



19 
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In her eyes (the bright ftars that foretcl what's to come) 
By foft flealth now and then I examine my doom. 
I prefs her hand gently, look languiihing down. 
And by paflionate filence I make. my love known. 

But oh ! how I'm bleft when fo kind ihe does proTC, 

By fome willing miflake to difcover her love ; 

When in driving to hide, Ihe reveals all her flame. 

And oor eyes tell each other what neither dare name. O. 



SONG VI. 
THE CONVERT. 

BY THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

DEJECTED as true converts die. 
But yet with fervent thoughts inflamM; 
So, faired ! at your feet I lie, 
Of all my fexes faults aiham'd. 

Too long, alas ! have I abus'd 

Loves innocent and facred flame. 
And that divineft pow'r have us'd 

To laugh at, as an idle name. 

But fince fo freely I confefs 

A crime which may your fcorn produce^ 
Allow me now to make it lefs. 

By any juft and fair excufe. 

Vol. I. N I dicm 
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I then did vulgar joys parfae. 
Variety was all my blifs ; 

But ignorant of love and you. 
How could I chufe but do amifs ? 



If ever now my wand'ring eyes 
Search out amufements as bfefbre i 

If e'er I look, but to defpife 

Such charmsy and value yours the more 

May fad remorfe, and guilty fhame. 
Revenge your wrongs on.faithlefs me ; 

And, what I tremble ev'n to name. 
May I lofe all, in lofing thee. 



SONG VII. 
THE RECOVERY. 

BY THE SAME. 

SIGHING and languifhing I lay, 
A flranger grown to all delight ; 
Failing in tedious thoughts the day. 
And with unquiet dreams the night. 

For your dear fake, my only care 
Was how my fatal love to hide ; 

And ever drooping with defpair. 
Neglecting all t&e world befide. 



TiU 
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*Till, like fome angel from above, 

Cornelia came to my relief, 
And then I found the joys of love. 

Can make amends for all the grief. 

Thofe pleafing hopes I now purfue 
Might fail, if you could prove unjufl ; 

But promifes from Heav'n, and you. 
Who is fo impious to miftrufl ? 

Here all my doubts, and troubles end ; 

One tender word my foul affures ; 
Nor am I vairi, fince I depend. 

Not on my own defert, but yours. 



SONG vni. 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLETY. 

PHILLIS, men fay that all my vows 
Are to thy fortune paid, 
Alas ! my heart he little knows 
Who thinks my love a trade. 
Were I of all thefe woods the lord. 

One berry from thy hand 
More folid pleafure would afford, 
Than all my large command. 

N 2 M7 
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My humble love has learnt to live 

On what the niceft maid. 
Without a confcious blufh, may give 

Beneath the myrtle ihade. 
Of coftly food it has no need. 

And nothing will devour. 
And like the harmlefs bee can feed 

And not impair the flow'r. 

A fpotlefs innocence like thine 

May fuch a flame allow. 
Yet thy fair name for ever ihine. 

As does thy beauty now. 
I heard thee wifh my lambs might flray 

Safe from the foxes power. 
Though every one becomes his prey^ 

Fm richer than before. 



SONG IX. 

BY WILLIAM SHENSTONE £ S <^ 

I Told my nymph, I told her true. 
My fields were fmall, my flocks were few ; 
While faultering accents fpoke my fear. 
That Flavia might not prove fincere. 

Of crops deflroy'd by vernal cold/ 
And vagrant flieep that left my fold : 
Of thefe ftie heard, yet bore to hear ; 
And is not Flavia then ilncere ? 



How 



\ 



L O V E . S O N G S. iSi 

How, chang'd by Fortunes fickle wind. 
The friends I lov'd became unkind ; 
She heard, and ihed a generous tear ; 
And is not Flavia then iincere ? 

How, if Ihe deign'd my love to blefs. 
My Flavia muft not hope for drefs ; 

This too ihe heard, and fmil'd to hear ; 

And Flavia fure muft be iincere. 

Go ihear your flocks, ye jovial fwalns. 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Defpoil'd of all which you revere, 
I know my Flavias love iincere. 

SONG X. 

BYMR. BAKER. 



o 



HAD I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage fwain, 
In Rofalindas fight to feed 

My iheep upon the plain ; 
How happy would thofe days have pais'd 

Which now are iill'd with woe ! 
You envious pow'rs ! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot fo low ? * 

N 3 Ho^ 

• This verfe is inferted by Bickerftanfin Love in a Village. The thefit 
of this ingenious plagiarid, however numerous, have been fo little noticed, 
that it may not be amifs to mention thofe which be has been already con- 
Tided of, in the poetical part only of the above opera. Hope thou nurje of 
ywng defircy his firft fong, is the fifth in Charles Johnfons Village opera. 
My hearths my own, my tvill isfree, is taken, with the flighteft variatSoa, 
frpm Mitchells Highland Fair. / Euftaces fong, *Tbitik my fair0 4|p» 
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How fotdfli cuftom over-rules 

The force of Natnrei Uw ! 
Begun, and carried on by fools. 

It keeps mankind in awe* 
Nature to rule the world defign'd 

The generous and the hir. 
But cuftom has the fway confined 

To fuch as wealthy are. 

Each charm in RoTalindas foce 

Convincingly declares 
None can, but for the fecond place. 

Contend when ihe appears. 
Then, 'caufe blind Fortune has not thrown 

Her favours in her way. 
Shall I her fov'reignty difown. 

And fcruple to obey? 

Ah ! no ;— dominion is her due. 

The right which Nature gave ; ' 
Let him, who dares difpute, but view 

Her eyes,— and be her flave : 
And may the world, convinc'd by me. 

Before the charmer fall, 
Whofe beauty makes her fit to be 

Acknowleg'd queen of all. 

dilMy, If pilfered from the fame open ; Lucindu, H^t wommliktttfeakladiawt 
fnsdtf \% purloined from one beginning Purjuini beaittf men iifcry, Yoimc 
Meadowtei ibng, How muckfuperUr beauty awes, ii the fecood vtricof ont 
itkiiiltiiTbePbeemXi Itf^ning jimanda'i fair ly alleemfefi^ and old Jufttce 
Woodcocki favourite piece of ribaldry, PFbtn I fellow* d s laft that wot 
feevijb and Jbsff it ftolen verbatim from Colley Cibben Love la a Riddle. 
0( mr. Baker Uttle ellc is known than thatiie wai a writer of terfci about 
tks^ycar 1730, 
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SONG XL 

WE all to conquering beauty bow^ 
Its plea/ing pow'r admire ; 
But I ne'er faw a face till now 

That could like yours infpire : 
Now I may fay, I've met with one 

Amazes all mankind ; 
And, like men gazing on the fun. 
With too much light am blind. 

Soft, as the tender moving fighs. 

When longing lovers meet ; 
Like the divining prophets, wife ; 

Like new blown rofes, Aveet : 
Modefty yet gay; referv'd, yet free; 

Each happy night a bride ; 
A mien like aweful majefty. 

And yet no fpark of pride. 

The patriarch, to gain a wife, 

Chafle, beautiful, and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful life. 

And never thought it long : 
Ah I were you to reward fuch cares. 

And life fo long could flay. 
Not fourteen, but four hundred years« 

Would feem but as one day. O. 



N4 SONG 
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SONG xn. 

BY SIR JOHN EATON*. 

TELL me not I my time mifpend, 
'Tis time loft to reprove me; 
Purfue thou thine, I have wy end. 
So Chloris only love me. 

Tell me not others flocks are full. 

Mine poor, let them defpife me 
Who more abound in milk and wool. 

So Chlorironly prize me. 

Tire others eafier ears with thefe 

Un appertaining ftories ; 
He never felt the worlds difeafe 

Who car'd not for its glories. 

For pity, thou that wifcr art, 

Whofe thoughts lie wide of mine. 
Let me alone with my own heart, 

And I'll ne'er envy thine. 

Nor blame him, whoe'er blames my wit. 

That feeks no higher prize, 
Than in unenvied (hades to iit, 

And fing of Chloris* eyes. 

* An old MS. copy, with Tome trifling variations, in the Harleiaii 
ibtiryi ii under the name of FbtH^ Ki/i^t 
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SONG xiir. 

BY MR. WILLIAM WOTV. 

SWEET are the banks, when fpring perfmnei 
The verdant plants, and laughing flowen. 
Fragrant the violet, as it blooms, 

And fweet the blofToms after ihowers. 
Sweet is the foft, the funny breeze. 

That fans the golden orange grove; 
But oh ! how fweeter far than thefe 
The kifles are of her I love. 

Ye rofes, blufhing in your beds. 

That with your odours fcent the air 5 
Ye lilies chafle ! with filver heads 

As my Cleoras bofom fair. 
No more I court your balmy fwcets ; 

For I, and I alone, can prove. 
How fweeter, when each other meets^ 

The kifles are of her 1 love. 

Her tempting eyes my gaze inclinM^ 

Their pleafing leffon firft I caught ; 
Her fenfe, her friend (hip next confin'd 

The willing pupil (he had taught. 
Should Fortune, Hooping from her fky, 

Condudl me to her bright alcove; 
Yet, like the turtle, I ihould die. 

Denied the kifs of her I love. 

SONG 
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SONG XIV. 

IMITATED FROM A SPANISH MADRIGAL 
BY MR. GARRICK. 

FOR me my fair a wreath has wove 
Where rival flowers in anion meet. 
As oft (he kifs'd this gift of love. 

Her breath gave fweetnefs to the fweet. 

A bee within a damafk rofe 

Had crept the ne£tar*d dew to ^p. 

But lefTer fweets the thief foregoes. 
And fixes on Loaifas lip. 

There tailing all the bloom of fpring, 
Wak'd by the ripening breath of May, 

Th* ungrateful fp' iler left his (ling. 
And with the honey fled away. 



S O N G XV. 

BY SIR JOHN MOORE^ 

CEASE to blame my melancholy. 
Though with fighs and folded arms, 
1 mufe in filence on her charms ; 
Cenfurc not — I know 'tis folly. 

^ At the end of mr» Twifses tour io that country. 

Yet, 
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Yet, thefe mournful thoughts poflbflingy 

Such delights I find in grief. 

That, could Heaven afford relief. 
My fond heart would fcorn the blefling. 



SONG XVI. 
THE GIRDLE. 

BY EDMUND WALLER E S Q^ 

THAT which her flender waift confinM, 
Shall now my joyful temples bind : 
No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heavens extremeft fphere. 
The pale which held that lovely deer : 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love. 
Did all within this circle move 1 

A narrow compafs I and yet there 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair: 
Give me but what this ribband bounds 
Take all the reft the fun goes round. 



SONG 
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SONG x\'n. 

BY THE EARL OF DORSET. 

LET the ambitious ever find 
Succefs in crouds and noi/e. 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys. 

Let knaves and fools grow rich and great. 
And the world think them wife. 

While I lye at my Nannys feet. 
And all that world defpife. 

Let conquering kings new trophies rzift. 

And melt in court delights : 
Her eyes can give much brighter dayi. 

Her arms liiuch fofter nights. 



SONG xvm. 

A TRANSLATION FROM SAPPHO. 

BY AMBROSE PHILIPS ESQ. 

BLESS'D as th' immortal gods is he. 
The youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and fees thee all the while 
Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile. . 



'Twa« 
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*Twas this depriv'd my foul of reft. 
And rais'd fuch tumults in my breaft ; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranfport tofs'd. 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft. 

My bofom glow'd ; the fubtile flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 

In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd. 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulfe forgot to play, 
I fainted, funk, and died away. 



SONG XIX. 

IN IMITATION OF CORNELIUS CALLUS. 
BY THE EARL OF R O C H E S T £ R« 

MY goddefs Lydia, heav'nly fair. 
As lilies fweet, as foft as air ; 
Let loofe thy treffes, fpread thy charms. 
And to my love give freih alarms. 

O let me gaze on thofe bright eyes. 
Though facred lightning from them flies : 
Show me that foft, that modeft grace. 
Which paints with charming red thy face« 



Give 
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Give me Ambroda in a kifs. 
That I may rival Jove in blifs ; 
That I may mix my foul with thine. 
And make the pleafure all divine. 

O hide thy bo(bms killing white, 
(The milky way is not fo bright) 
Left you my ravifhM foul opprefs. 
With beautys pomp and fweet excefs. 

Why draw'ft thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood ? 
Thou art all over cndlefs charms ; 
O ! take me, dying, to thy arms. 



SONG XX. 

ON Belvideras bofom lying, 
Wifhing, panting, fighing, dying; 
The cold regardlefs maid to move 
With unavailing pray'rs I fue ; 
You firft have taught me how to love^ 
Ah ! teach me to be happy too. 

But (he, alas ! unkindly wife, 
To all my fighs and tears replies, 
*Tis every prudent maids concern 

Her lovers fondnefs to improve ; 
If to be happy you fhould learn. 

Yea quickly would forget to love. 



\ 
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SONG XXI. 
LOVE ECSTATIC. 

BY MR, HENRY CAREY. 

TO be gazing on thofe charms. 
To be folded in thofe arms. 
To unite my lips with thofe. 
Whence eternal fweetnefs flows ; 
To be lov'd by one fo fair. 
Is to be bleft beyond compare. 

On that bofom to recline, 
While that hand is lock'd in mine. 
In thofe eyes myfelf to view. 
Gazing ftill, and flill on you ; 

To be lov'd by one fo fair, 

Is to be bleil beyond compare. 



SONG XXII. 

THE bird that hears her nefllings cry. 
And flies abroad for food. 
Returns impatient through the fky, 

To nurfe the callow brood. 
The tender mother knows no joy. 

But bodes a thoufand harms. 
And flckens for the darling boy. 
While abfent from her arms. 



Such 
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Sach fondnefs with impatience join*d 

My faithful bofom fires ; 
Now forc'd to leave my fair behind. 

The queen of my defires ! 
The powers of verfe too languid prove. 

All fimiles are vain. 
To (how how ardently I love. 

Or to relieve my pain. 

The faint with fervent zeal infpir'd 

For heav'n and joys divine, 
The faint is not with raptures fir'd 

More pure, more warm than mine* 
I take what liberty I dare ; 

*Twere impious to fay more : 
Convey my longings to the fair. 

The goddefs 1 adore. 



SONG XXIIL 
BY THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

FROM all uncafy paffions free. 
Revenge, ambition, jealoufy. 
Contented, I had been too blcft. 
If love and you had let me reft : 
Yet that dull life I now defpifej 

Safe from your eyes 
I fcar'd no griefs, but then I found no joys. 



Amidft 
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Amidfl a thoafand kind defires. 
Which Beauty moves, and Love infpires^ 
Sach pangs I feel of tender fear. 
No heart fo foft as mine can bear* 
Yet ril defy the word of harms ; 

Such are your charms, 
'Tis worth a life to die within your arms. 



SONG XXIV. 

BY MR. GARRICK. 

ONCE more I'll tune the vocal ihell^ 
To hills and dales my paffion tell $ 
A flame which time can never quelle 

That burns for lovely Peggy. 
Yet greater bards the lyre fliould hit; 
For pray what fubjeft is more £t. 
Than to record the facred wit. 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 

The fun firft rifing in the mom. 
That paints the dew-beipangled thprn^ 
Does not fo much the day adorn 

As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Thetis' lap to reft, 
. He ftreaks with gold the ruddy Weft^ 
He's not fo beauteous as, undrefs'd^ 

Appears mj lovely Peggy. 

yoL. I. O Wctp 
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Were (he array'd in ruftic weed. 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed. 
And pipe upon my oaten reed. 

To pleafe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a cottage would delight. 
All pleafcs when (he's in my fight ; 
But when (he's gone 'tis endlefs night. 

Airs dark without my Peggy* 

When Zephyr on the violet blows. 
Or breathes upon the dama(k rofe. 
He does not half the fweets difclofe. 

That does my lovely Peggy. 
I dole a kifs the other day. 
And, trufl me, nought but truth I fay. 
The fragrant breath of blooming May 

Was not f^ fwcet as Peggy. 

While bees from flow'r to flow'r do rove. 
And linnets warble through the grove» 
Or llately fwans the waters love. 

So long (hall 1 love Peggy. 
And when death, with his pointed dart. 
Shall llrike the blow that rives my heart. 
My words ihall be, when I depart, 

Adieuy my lovely Peggy. 



• 
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SONG XXV. 
MAY-EVE: or, KATE OF ABERDEEN. 

BY MR. JOHN CUNNINGHAM. 

THE Alver moons enamour'd beam» 
Steals foftly through the night. 
To wanton with the winding flreaxn. 

And kifs refleded light. 
To beds of Hate go balmy ileep, 

('Tis where you've feldom been) 
Mays vigil while the fhephcrds keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 

Upon the green the virgins wait. 

In rofy chaplets gay, 
'Till morn unbar her golden gate. 

And give the promised May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare. 

The promis'd May, when feen. 
Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair. 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabors boldefl notes. 

We'll roufe the nodding grove ; 
The nefled birds fhall raife their throats. 

And hail the maid I love : 
And fee — the matin lark miflakes. 

He quits the tufted green : 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks, 

^is Kate of Aberdeen. 

O 2 Now 
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Now lightfome o'er the level mead. 

Where midnight Fairies rove. 
Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead. 

Or tune the reed to love : 
For fee the rofy May draws nigh ; 

She claims a virgin Qh^^^ > 
And hark, the happy ihepherds cry, 

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen ! 



SONG XXVI. 
NANCY OF THE VALE. 

BY WILLIAM SHENSTONE ESQ. 

THE weftem iky was purpled o'er 
With every pleafing ray : 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The fultry heats of day : 

When from an hazles artlefs bow'r 
Soft warbled Strephons tongue ; 

He bled the fcene, he bleft the hour. 
While Nancys praifc he fung. 

Let fops with fickle falfehood range 

The paths of wanton love. 
While weeping maids lament their change^ 

And iadden tvtry grove: 



But 
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But endlefs bleffings crown tke day 

I faw fair Efhams dale i 
And every bleffiag jfind its way 

To Nancy of the Vale. 

'Twas from Avonas banks the mai4 

Diffus'd her lovely beams. 
And every fhining glance difplay'd 

The naiad of the (h«ams. 

Soft as the wild-ducks tender young. 

That float on Avons tide ; 
Bright as the water-lily, fprung. 

And glittering near its fide. 

Frefli as the bordering flowers, her bkxMi : 

Her eye all mild to view ; 
The little halcyons azure plume 

Was never half h blue. 

Her fliape was like the reed, fo deek» 

So taper, flxaight, and fair ; 
Her dimpled fmile, her blufliing choek» 

How charming fweet they were ! 

Far in the winding vale retir*d. 

This peerlefs bud I found ; 
And (hadowing rocks, and woods confpir'd 

To fence her beauties round* 

O 3 That 



i 



198 L O V E . S O N G S. 

That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fo Aveet I 

Or fortune to her fecret cell 
Condu^ my wandering feet 1 

Gay lordlings fought her for their bride. 
But fhe would ne'er incline : 

Prove to your equals true, fhe cried. 
As I will prove to mine. 

Tis Strephon, on the mountains brow. 
Has won my right good will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow. 
With him ril climb the hill. 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clafp*d the con (Ian t fair ; 
To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future care. 

And when this vow (hall faithlefs prove. 

Or I thofe charms forego ; 
The ftream that faw our tender love. 

That (Iream (hall ceafe to flow. 



k 
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SONG XXVIL 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEY. 

NOT, Celia, that I jufter am. 
Or truer than the reft ; 
For I would change each hour like them. 
Were it my intereft. 

But I'm fo fix'd alone to thee 

By every thought I have, 
That Ihould you now my heart (et frcc^ 

*Twould be again your ilave. 

All that in woman is ador'd 

In thy dear felf I find ; 
For the whole fex can but afford 

The handfome, and the kind. 

Not to my virtue, but thy power. 

This conftancy is due. 
When change itfelf can give no more, 

*Tis eafy to be true. 



SONG xxvni. 

BY DR. JOHNSON. 

NOT the foft fighs of vernal gales. 
The fragrance of the flowery vales, 
The murmurs of the cryftal rill. 
The vocal grove, the verdant hill ; 

O 4 Not 
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Not all their charms, though all onitr. 
Can touch my bofom with delight. 

Not all the gems on Indias ihore» 
Not all Perus unbounded ftore* 
Not all the power, nor all the fame. 
That heroes, kings, or poets claim ; 
Nor knowlege which the leam'd approve^ 
To form one wiih my foul can move. 

Yet Natures charms allure my eyes. 

And knowlege, wealth, and fame I prize ; 

Fame, wealth, and knowlege I obtain. 

Nor feek I Natures charms in vain ; 

In lovely Stella all combine. 

And, lovely Stella ! thou art mine. 



S O N O XXIX. 
DELIA. A PASTORAL. 

BY MR. JOHN CUNNINGHAM. 

THE gentle fwan with graceful pride. 
Her gloiTy plumage laves. 
And failing down the filver tide. 
Divides the whifpering waves : 
The filver tide, that wandering flows. 

Sweet to the bird mud be ! 
But not fo fweet — blithe Cupid knows. 
As Delia is to me. 



A parent 



L O V E - S O N G S. 201 

A parent bird, in plaintive mood» 

On yonder fruit-tree fung. 
And iiill the pendent neft (he view'd. 

That held her callow young : 
Dear to the mothers fluttering heart 

The genial brood muft be ; 
£ut not fo dear (the thoufandth part!) 

As Delia is to me. 

The rofes that my brow furround 

Were natives of the dale ; 
Scarce pluck'u, and in a garland bound* 

Before their fweets grew pale ! 
My vital bloom would thus be froze^ 

If lucklefs torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the rofe. 

My Delia is to me. 

Two doves I found, like new-fall'n fnow. 

So white the beauteous pair4 
The birds to Delia I'll beftow. 

They're like her bofom fair ! 
When, in their chafle connubial love. 

My fecret wifh fhe'U fee ; 
Such mutual blifs as turtles prove. 

May Delia fhare with me. 



SONG 
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SONG XXX. 

BY MATttEW PRIOR E S Qj. 

IF wine and muilc have the pow'r 
To eafe the fickncfs of the foul. 
Let Phoebus every ftring explore. 

And Bacchus fill the fpritely bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ 

To make my Chloes abfence light. 
And feek for pleafure, to deftroy 
The forrows of this live long night. 

But fhe to-morrow will return ; 

Venus be thou to-morrow great. 
Thy myrtles ftrew, thy odours bum, 

And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ftate. 
Kind goddefs, to no other pow'rs 

Let us to-morrows bleflings own ; 
The darling loves fhall guide the hours. 

And all the day be thine alone. 



SONG XXXI. 

AN IMITATION OF MARTIAL. 

BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS.? 

COME, Chloe, and give me fweet kifles. 
For fvveeter fure girl never gave : 
But why in the midft of my blifles 
Do you afk me how many I'd have ? 

I'm 
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I'm not to be dinted in pleafure, 

Then prithee my charirier be kind. 
For whilft I love thee above m^afure 

To numbers I'll ne'er be coniin'd. 

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing. 

Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields. 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are llraying. 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields. 
Go number the liars in the heaven, 

Count how many fands on the (bore. 
When fo many kifles you've given 

I Hill (hall be craving for more. 

To a heart full of love let me hold thee. 

To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
With my arms I'll for ever infold thee. 

And twift round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is ? 

My life on thy lips Ihall be fpent ; 
But the wretch that can number his kifTes 

With few will be ever content. 



SONG XXXIL 

WHEN charming Teraminta fings, 
Each new air new paflion brings ; 
Now I refolve, and now I fear ; 
Now I triumph, now defpair ; 

Frolic 



i 
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Frolic nowy now faint I grow ; 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
The panting Zephyrs round her play. 
And trembling on her lips would fby ; 

Now would liften, now would kifs. 
Trembling with divided blifs ; 
'Till, by her breath repuls'd, they fly. 
And in low pleaiing murmurs die. 
Nor do I afk that fhe would give 
By fome new note, the pow'r to live ; 
I would, expiring with the found. 
Die on the lips that gave the wound. 



SONG xxxm. 

THE FEMALE PHAETON- 

BY MATHEW PRIOR ESQ.? 

THUS Kitty * beautiful and young. 
And wild as colt untam'd; 
Befp</ke the Fair from whom fhe iprung. 

With little rage inflam'd. 
Inflam'd with rage at fad reflraint. 

Which wife mamma ordain'd ; 

And forely vex'd to play the faint, 

Whilft wit and beauty reign'd, 

* Lady Catharine Hyde, afterwards duchefs of Queeniberry. 

Shall 



L O V E . S O N G S. 205 

Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd 

With Abigails forfaken ? 
Kitty's for other things defign'd. 

Or I am much miftaken. 
Mull lady Jenny f frifk about. 

And vifit with her couiins ? 
At balls mull (he make all the rout 

And bring home hearts by dozens ? 

What has flie better, pray, than I ? 

What hidden charms to boail ? 
That all mankind for her fhould die, 

Whilft I am fcarce a toail. 
Deareft mamma, for once let me * 

Unchain'd my fortune try ; 
I'll have my earl as well as fhe. 

Or know the reafon why. 

ril fbon with Jennys pride quit fcore. 

Make all her lovers fall ; 
They'll grieve I was not loos'd before. 

She, 1 was loos'd at all. 
Fondnefs prevailed, mamma gave way ; 

Kitty, at hearts defire', 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day. 

And fet the world on fire ! 



t Lady Jane Hyde, then ccuntefs of EiCac^ vtho died in France 1722^ 



SONG 
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SONG XXXIV. 

BY MRS. PILKINGTON. 



s 



TELL A and Flavia, ev*ry hour, 
Unnumbcr*d hearts furprife ; 
In Stellas foul lies all her pow'r. 
And Flavias in her eyes. 



More boundlefs Flavias conquefts are. 

And Stellas more confin'd ; 
All can difcern a face that's fair. 

But few a lovely mind. 

Stella, like Bri tains monarch, reigns 

O'er cultivated lands ; 
Like Eaflern tyrants, Flavia deigns 

To rule o'er barren fands. 

Then boaft, fair Flavia, boaft your face. 

Your bcautys only (lore ; 
Your charms will ev'ry day decreafe. 

Each day gives Stella more. 



SONG 
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SONG XXXV. 

BY DR. AKENSIDE. 

THE fhape alone let others prize. 
The features of the fair ; 
I look for fpirit in her eyes. 
And meaning in her air. 

A damadc cheek, and ivory arm. 

Shall ne'er roy wifhes win. 
Give me an animated form. 

That fpeaks a mind within. 

A face where aweful honour fhines. 

Where fenfe and fweetnefs move. 
And angel innocence refines 

The tenderncfs of love. 

Thefe are the foul of beautys frame. 

Without whofe vital aid, 
Unfiniih'd all her features feem. 

And all her rofes dead. 

But ah ! where both their charms unite. 

How perfedl is the view. 
With every image of delight, 

With graces ever new. 



Of 
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Of poirer to chann the greateft iroCy 
The wildeft rage controul, 

I>ifiifiDg mildoeis o'er the brow» 
And raptare throogh the fool. 

Their power bot faintly to expreis 
All language moft deipair. 

But go behold Arpafias ^ce. 
And read it perfed there. 



SONG XXXVI. 
ON YOUNG OLINDA. 

WHEN Innocence and Beauty meet^ 
To add to lovely female grace. 
Ah, how beyond expreffion fweet 
Is every feature of the face. 

By virtue, ripened from the bud. 
The flower angelic odours breeds. 

The fragrant charms of being good, 
Makes gawdy vice to fmell like weeds. 

Oh facred Virtue ! tune my voice. 

With thy infpiring harmony ; 
Then I (hall iing of rapting joys. 

Will fill my foul with love of thee. 



To 
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To lafting brightnefs be refin'd. 

When this vain'fhadow flies away, 
Th' eternal beauties of the mind 

Will laft when all things elfe decay, O* 



SONG XXXVIL 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER. 

MY dear miftrefs has a heart 
Soft as thofe kind looks fhe gave me. 
When with loves refiftlefs art. 

And her eyes fhe did enflave me. 
But her conftancy's fo weak, 

She's fo wild, and apt to wander. 
That my jealous heart would break. 
Should we live one day afunder. 

Melting joys about her move. 

Killing pleafures, wounding blifTes ; 
She can drefs her eyes in love. 

And her lips can arm with kiffes. 
Angels liften when fhe fpeaks, 

She's my delight, all mankinds wonder 
But my jealous heart would break. 

Should we live one day afunder. 



Vol. I. P SONG 
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SONG xxxvm. 

THE LASS WITH THE GOLDEN LOCKS. 

BY MR. CHRISTOPHER SMART. 

NO more of my Harriot, of Polly no more. 
Nor all the bright beaaties that charmed me before ; 
My heart for a flave to gay Venus I've fold. 
And barterM my freedom for ringlets of gold : 
ril throw down my pipe, and negle£l all my flocks^ 
And will fing to my lafs with the golden locks. 

Though o'er her white forehead the gilt trefles flow. 

Like the rays of the fun on a hillock of fnow ; * 

Such painters of old drew the Queen of the Fair, 

'Til the tafle of the antients, 'tis claflical hair : 

And though witlings may fcofF, and though nillery mocks. 

Yet rU fing to my lafs with the golden locks. 

To live and to love, to converfe and be free. 
Is loving, my charmer, and living with thee : 
Away go the hours in kiiles and rhime. 
Spite of all the grave leftures of old father Time ; 
A fig for his dials, his watches, and clocks. 
He's beft fpent with the lais of the golden locks. 

Than the fwan in the brook (he's more dear to my fight^ 
Her mien is more (lately, her breaft is more white; 
Her fweet lips are rubies, all rubies above, 
^yhich are fit for thp language or labour of love;. 

At. 
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At the park in the mall, at the play in the box^ 
My lafs bears the bell with her golden locks. 

Her beautiful eyes as they roll or they flow. 

Shall be glad for my joy, or (hall weep for my woe ; 

She fhall eafe my fond heart, and ihall footh my foft pain. 

While thoufands of rivals are iighing in vain; 

Let them rail at the fruit they can't reach, like the fox^ 

While I have the lafs with the golden locks. 



SONG XXXIX. 
THE JE NE SCAI QJJ O t. 

BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD E S Q,^ 

YE S I'm in love, I feel it now. 
And Coelia has undone me ; 
And yet I'll fwear I can't tell how 
The pleafing plague Hole on me, 

*Tis not her face which love creates. 

For there no graces revel ; 
'Tis not her Ihape, for there the fates 

Have rather been uncivil. 

*Tis not her air, for fure in that 
There's nothing more than common ; 

And all her fenfe is only chat. 
Like any other woman. 

P 2 Her 
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Her voice, her touch might give th' alarm-^ 
'Twas both perhaps or neither ; 

In (hort 'twas that provoking charm 
Of Coelia all together. 



SONG XL. 
SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 

BY MR. HENRY CAREY. 

OF all the girls that are fo fmart. 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And fhe lives in our alley. 
There is no lady in the land 
Is half fo fweet as Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart. 
And fhe lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage-nets. 

And through the ftreets does cry 'cm ; 
Her mother ihe fells laces long 

To fuch as pleafe to buy 'em : 
But fure fuch folks could ne'er beget 

So fweet a girl as Sally ! 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And fhe lives in our alley. 



Whc 



L O V E - S O N G $• 213 

When (he is by, I leave my work, 

(I love her fo fincerely) 
My mailer comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me moft feverely : « 

But, let him bang his belly full, 

ril bear it all for Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And (he lives in our alley. 

Of all the days that's in the week, 

I dearly love but one day, 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 

A Saturday and Monday ; 
For then I'm drefs'd, all in my beft. 

To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And (he lives in our alley. 

My matter carries me to church. 

And often am I blamed, 
Becaufe I leave him in the lurch. 

As foon as text is named : 
I leave the church in fermon-time. 

And flink away to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And fhe lives in our alley. 

When Chriflmas comes about again, 

O then I fhall have money ; 
I'll hoard it up, and box and all 

I'll give it to my honey : 

P 3 I would 
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I would it were ten thoofand poandsy 

Pd give it all to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And fhe lives in our alley. 

My mailer, and the neighboars all. 

Make game of me and Sally ; 
And (but for her) Td better be 

A Have and row a galley : 
But when my feven long years are oot, 

O then I'll marry Saliy ; 
O then we'll wed, and then we'll bed. 

But not in our alley* 



SONG XLI. 

SWEET WILLIAMS FAREWELL TO 
BLACK- EYED SUSAN. 

BY MR. GAY. 

• 

ALL in the Downs the Heet was moor'd. 
The ilreamers waving in the wind. 
When black-ey'd Sufap came on board : 
Oh ! where (hall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true 
If my fweet William f^ls among the crew ! 

William, 
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William^ who high upon the yard, 

Rock'd with the billow to and fro. 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 

He figh'd and cad his eyes below : 
The cord Aides fwiftly through his glowing hands. 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he flands. 

60 the fweet lark, high pois'd in air. 

Shuts clofe his pinions to his breafl, 
(If, chance, his mates fhrill voice he hear) 

And drops at once into her nefL 
The nobleft captain in the Britifh fleet 
Might envy Williams lips diofe kiiTes fweet. 

O Sufan, Safan, lovely dear. 

My vows ihall ever true remain : 
Let me kifs off that falling tear, 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye lid, ye winds, my heart (hall be 
The faithful compafs that ilill points to thee. 

Believe not what the Undmen fay. 

Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind : 

They'll tell thee, failors, when awajc. 
In every port a miHrefs find. 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo. 

For diou art prefent wherefbe'er I go. 

If to &ir Indias coafl we fail. 

Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright, 

Thy breath is Africks fpicy gale. 
Thy fkin is ivory fo white. 

P 4 Thus 
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Thus every beauteous obje£l that I vieur. 
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue. 

Though battle call me from thy arms. 
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn ; 

Though cannons roar, yet fafe from harms 
William fhall to his dear return. 

Love turns afide the balls that round me By, 

Left precious tears ihould drop from Sufans eye. 

The boatfwain gave the dreadful word» 
The fails their fwelling bofom fpread ; 

No longer mull fhe ftay on board : 

They kifs'd, (he figh'd, he hung his head ; 

Her lefs'ning boat unwilling rows to land : 

Adieu ! fhe cries, and wav*d her lily hand. 



SONG XLH. 

FROM THE LAPLAND TONGUE. 
BY SIR RICHARD StEELF 

THOU riling fun, whofe gladfome ray 
Invites my fair to rural play, 
Difpell the mill, and clear the fkies. 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 

Oh ! were I fure my dear to view, 
I*d climb that pine-trees topmoft bough. 
Aloft in air that quivering plays. 
And round and round for ever gaze. 



My 
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My Orra Moor» where art thou laid ? 
What wood conceals my ileeping maid ? 
Fad by the roots enrag'd I'd tear 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 

Oh ! could I ride on clouds and ikies. 
Or on the ravens pinions rife ! 
Ye ftorksy ye fwans, a moment day. 
And waft a lover on his way ! 

My blifs too long my bride denies. 
Apace the wafting fummer flies : 
Nor yet the wintry blafts I fear. 
Not dorms or night fhall keep me here. 

What may for ftrength with fteel compare ? 
Oh ! Love has fetters Aronger far ; 
By bolts of deel are limbs confin'd. 
But cruel Love enchains the mind* 

No longer then perplex thy bread. 
When thoughts torment, the fird are bed ; 
*Tis mad to go, 'tis death to day. 
Away to Orra, hade away ! 



SONG 
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SONG XLHI. 
THE MIDSUMMftR WISH. 

BY DR. C R O X A L L*; 

WAFT me, fome foft and cooling breezcy 
To Windfors fhady kind retreat; 
Where fylvan fcenes, wide fpreading trees 
Repel the dog-ftars raging heat : 

Where tufted grafs, and moffy beds. 

Afford a rural calm repofe ; 
Where woodbines hang their dewy heads. 

And fragrant fweets around difclofe. 

Old oozy Thames, that Hows fad by. 

Along the fmiling valley plays ; 
His glafly furface chears the eye. 

And through the flowery meadow flrays. 

His fertile banks, with herbage green. 
His vales with golden plenty fwell ; 

Wheree'er his purer ftreams are feen. 
The gods of health and pleafure dwell. 

Let me thy dear, thy yielding wave. 
With naked arm once more divide ; 

In thee my glowing bofbm lave, 
And (lem thy gently-rolling tide. 



Lay 



** ** Written when the author was at Eton iichool.** 
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Lay me, with damafk-rofes crownM, 

Beneath fome oiiers dulky fhade ; 
Where water-lilies deck the ground. 

Where bubbling fprings refreih the glade. 

Let dear Lucinda too be there, 

With azure mantle flightly dreft ; 
Ye nymphs, bind up her flowing hair» 

Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting breaft. 

O haile away, fair maid, and bring 
The mufe, the kindly friend to love. 

To thee alone the mufe ihall fing. 
And warble through the vocal grove. 



SONG XLIV. 

BY DR. PERCV. 

O Nancy, wilt thou go with me. 
Nor figh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee. 

The lowly cot and ruflet gown ? 
No longer dreft in filken fheen. 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare. 

Say can'il thou quit each courtly fcene. 

Where thou wert faireft of the fair? 

O Nancy ! when thou*rt far away. 
Wilt thou not call a look behind ? 

Say canil thou face the parching ray. 
Nor fhrink before the wintry wind? 



O cat 
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O can that foft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardihip learn to b^. 

Nor fad regret each courtly fcene. 
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

O Nancy 1 canil thou love {o true. 

Through perils keen with me to go. 
Or when thy fwain miihap ihall rue. 

To ihare with him the pang of woe ? 
Say» fhould difeafe or pain befall. 

Wilt thoa aiTume the nurfes care. 
Nor wiftful thofe gay fcenes recall. 

Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

And when at laft thy love fhall die. 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou reprefs each ftruggling iigh. 

And chear with fmiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathlefs clay 

Strew flowers and drop the tender tear ; 
Nor then regret thofe fcenes fo gay. 

Where thou wert fairefl of the fair ? 



SONG XLV. 

BY MISS WHATELEYr 

COME dear Paflora, come away ! 
And hail the chearful fpring ; 
Now fragrant bloiToms crown the May, 
And woods with love-notes ring : 



Now 
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Now Phcebus to the Weft defcends. 

And fheds a fainter ray ; 
And as our rural labour ends» 

We blefs the doling day. 

In yonder artlefs maple bower, 

With blooming woodbines twin'd ; 
Let us enjoy the evening hour. 

On earths foft lap reclin'd : 
Or where yon poplars verdant boughs 

The cryftal current ftiade ; 
O deign, fair nymph, to hear the vowa 

My faithful heart has made. 

Within this breaft no foft deceit. 

No artful flattery bides : 
But truth, fcarce known among the great, 

0*er every thought prefides : 
On prides falfe glare I look with icom> 

And all its glittering train ; 
Be mine the pleafures which adorn 

This ever-peaceful plain. 

Come then, my fair, and with thy love 

Each riiing care fubdue ; 
Thy prefence can each grief remove. 

And every joy renew : 
The lily fades, the rofe grows feint. 

Their tranfient bloom is vain ; 
But lafting truth and virtue paint 

Paftora of the plain. 

SONG 
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SONG XLVr- 

B V NAT LEE*. 

HAIL to the myrtle (hade, 
All hail to the nymphs of the fields. 
Kings would not here invade, 

Thofe pleafures that virtue yields ; 
Beauty here opens her arms. 

To foften the languifhing mind $ 
And Phillis unlocks her charms : 
Ah Phillis ! ah, why fo kind ? 

Phillisy thou foul of love, 

Thou joy of the neighbouring fwains : 
Phillis, that crowns the grove^ 

And Phillis that gilds the plains. 
Phillis, that ne'er had the fkili 

To paint, and to patch, and be fine ; 
Yet Phillis, whofe eyes can kill. 

Whom nature has made divine. 

Phillis, whofe charming fbng 

Makes labour and pains a delight ; 
Phillis that makes the day young. 

And ihortens the live-long night : 
Phillis, whofe lips, like May, 

Still laugh at the fweets that they bring ; 
Where love never knows decay, 

But fets with eternal fpring. 

* In the tragedy of Theodofias. 

SONG 
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SONG XLVn. 

COME, dear Amanda, quit the town. 
And to the rural hamlets fly ; 
Behold, the wintry ilorms are gone, 

A gentle radiance glads the iky. 
The birds awake, the flowers appear. 

Earth fpreads a verdant couch for thee ; 
'Tis joy and mufic all we hear ! 
*Tis love and beauty all we fee ! 

Come, let us mark the gradual fjpring. 

How peep the buds, the blofTom blows. 
Till Philomel begins to fing, 

And perfedl May to fpread the rofe. 
Let us fecure the fhort delight. 

And wifely crop the blooming day 5 
For foon, too foon, it will be night :— 

Arife, my love, and come away. 



SONG XLVIH. 

FROM THE LAPLAND TONGUE. 
BY SIR RICHARD STEEL.? 

HASTE, my rein-deer, and let us nimbly go 
Our amorous journey through this dreary waQe; 
Hafle, my rein-deer ! ftill, flill thou art too flow, 
JmpetttOtts love demands the lightnings hafle. 



AfiDund 



1 
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Around as &r the ruihy moors are fpread : 
Soon will the fun withdraw his chearful ray : 

Darkling and tir^d we ihall the marlhes tread ; 
No lay anfung to cheat the tedious way. 

The watery length of thefe unjoyous moors 
Does all the flowery meadows pride excel! ; 

Through thefe I fly to her my foul adores ; 
Ye flowery meadows, empty pride, farewell. 

Each moment from the charmer Pm confin'd. 
My bread is tortur'd with impatient fires ; 

Fly, my rein-deer, fly fwifter than the wind. 
Thy tardy feet wing with my fierce defires. 

Our pleafing toil will then be foon o'erpaid. 
And thou, in wonder loll, ihall view my fair. 

Admire each feature of the lovely maid, 
Her artlefs charms, her bloom, her fpritely air. 

But lo ! with graceful motion where fhe fwims. 
Gently removing each ambitious wave ; 

The crouding waves tranfported clafp her limbs : 
When, when, oh when fhall I fuch freedoms have ! 

In vain, yc envious dreams, fo fad ye flow. 
To hide her from a lovers ardent gaze : 

From every touch you more tranfparent grow, 
And all reveaPd the beauteous wanton plays. 



SONG 
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SONG XLIX. 
ARNGS VALE. 

BY THE EARL OF MIDDLESEX*. 

WHEN here Lucinda firft we came. 
Where Arno rolls his filver flreaniy 
How blithe the nymphs, the fwains how gay. 
Content infpir'd each rural lay. 
The birds in livelier concert fung. 
The grapes in thicker clufters hung ; 
All look'd as joy could never fail 
Among the fweets of Amos vale. 

But fince the good Palemon died. 
The chief of fhepherds, and their pride^ 
Now Arnos fons mufl all give place 
To northern men, an iron race. 
The taftc of pleafure now is o'er. 
Thy notes, Lucinda, pleafe no more ; 
The mufes droop, the Goths prevail ; 
Adieu the fweets of Arnos vale ! 



• Charles Sackville, afterwards duke of Dorfct. It was written at Flo- 
rence in 1737) on the death of John Gafton the laft duke of Tufcany, of 
he boufe of Medici ; and addrelTed to iignora Mufcovita a finger, a favou* 
rite of the authors. 



Vol. L Q SONG 
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SONG L. 

BY MR. EDWARD MOORE. 

Collin. 

BE ftill, o ye winds, and attentive, ye fwains, 
'Tis Phebe invites, and replies to my drains ; 
The fun never rofe on, fearch all the world through, 
A ihepherd fo bleil, or a fair one fo true. 

Phebe. 

Glide foftly, ye flreams, o ye nymphs, round me throng, 
'Tis Collin commands, and attends to my fong ; 
Search all the world over, you never can find 
A maiden fo blefl, or a ihepherd fo kind. 

Both. 

'Tis love, like the fun, that gives light to the year. 
The fweeteil of bleflings that life can endear; 
Our pleafures it brightens, drives forrow away. 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day. 

Collin. 

With Phebe beiide me, the feafons how gay ! 
The winters bleak months feem as pleafant as May ; 
The fummers gay verdure fprings flill as ihe treads. 
And linnets and nightingales £ng through the meads. 



Phsbe. 



h 

i 
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Phebe. 

When Collin is abfent 'tis winter all round. 
How faint is the funfhine ! how barren the ground 1 
Inflead of the linnet and nightingales fong, 
I hear the hoarfe raven croak all the day long. 

Both. 
*Tis love, like the fun, &c. 

- • . - ■ 

Collin. 

O'er hill, dale, and valley, my Phebe and I 
Together will wander, and Love (hall be by : 
Her CoUin (hall guard her fafe all the long day. 
And Phebe at night all his pains fhall repay. 

Phebe. 

By moonlight, when fhadows glide over the plain. 
His kifTes ihall chear me, his arm fhall fudain ; 
The dark haunted grove I can trace without fear. 
Or fleep in a church-yard, if Collin is near. 

Both. 
*Tis love, like the fun, &c. 

Collin. 

Ye fliepherds that wanton it over the plain. 

How fleeting your tranfports ! how lafting your pain I 

Inconi!ancy fhun, and reward the kind fhe. 

And learn to be happy of Phebe and me. 

0^2 Phejji. 
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PSIBE* 

X^mfmjkh w1m> die pleafints of love never died» 
Atlnd 10 aqr tmas, and take me fiir your guide; 
Yonr kcvti katf from pride and inoonftancy free, 
AmA lean to be li^ppf of CoUin and me. 

BOTB. 

.milove, Ukedie fon, that gives light to the jrear^ 
The fiveeteft of bleffiogt that life can endear} 
Oar pleaforet it brightens, drives (brrow away. 
Gives jojr 10 the night, and enlivens the day. 



SONG U. 
THE PASSI(»rATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE« 

IT CHRISTOPHER MARLOW*. 

COME live with me, and be my love. 
And we will all the pleafures prove 
That valliesy groves, or hills and fields. 
And all the fteepy mountain yields* 

* Oat of our etrlieft dramatic wriCen, and a perfoo of great geniui ; 
prhich thii btaotiful paAeral, had he compoied nothing dfe, would Aif- 
(cteady evince. It hai beni generally attributed to Shakfpcare^ whofe 
Tame requirea not any addition from other peoples performances* Th« 
luthor was killed, by a ftraoge accidtot, ia a brothdj 159V 

I And 
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And wc will lit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the fhepherds feed their flocks. 
By ihallow rivers, to whofe falls 
Melodious birds fing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of rofes 
And a thoufand fragrant pofies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

A gown made of the finefl wool. 
Which from our pretty lambs wc pull ; 
Fair lined flippers for the cold. 
With buckles of the purefl gold ; 

A belt of flraw, and ivy buds. 
With coral clafps, and amber fluds : 
And if thefe pleafures may thee move. 
Come live with me, and be my love* 

The fliepherd fwains fliall dance and fing 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If thefe delights thy mind may move^ 
Then live with me, and be my love. 



Ct3 SONG 
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SONG Lir. 
J THE NYMPHS REPLY TO THE SHEPHERD. 

BY SIR WALTER RALEIGH^ 
(*' IN HIS TOUNQER DAYS.") 

IF adl the world and love were young. 
And truth in tvery fhepherds tongue* 
Thefe pretty pleafures might me move. 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to foId» 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold. 
And Philomel becometh dumb ; 
The reft complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck'ning yields ; 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall. 
Is fancys fpring, but forrows fall. 

Thy gowns, thy ftiocs, thy beds of roics» 
Thy cap, thy kircle, and thy pofies. 
Soon break, foon wither, foon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 

Thy belt of flraw, and ivy buds. 
Thy coral clafps, and amber fluds. 
All thefe in me no means can move. 
To CQme to thee, and be thy love. 



Bttt 
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But could youth laft, and love ftill breed. 
Had joy no date> nor age no need ; 
Then thefe delights my mind might move. 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 



SONG Lin. 

SUMMER. 
BY THOMAS BREREWOOD ESQ;, 

WHERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees, 
With my fair-one as blooming as May, 
Undiflurb^d by all found but the iighs of the breeze. 
Let me pafs the hot noon of the day. 

When the fun, lefs intenfe, to the weilward inclines, 

For the meadows the groves we'll foriake. 
And fee the rays dance, as inverted he fhines. 

On the face of fome river or lake. 

Where my faireft and I, on its verge as we pafs, 

(For 'tis ihe that muft ilill be my theme) 
Our ihadows may view on the watery glafs. 

While the fifh are at play in the ftream. 



May the herds ceafe to low, and the lambkins to bleat. 

When ihe fings me fome amorous flrain ; 
All be filent and hufh'd, uolefs Echo repeat 

The kind words and fweet founds back again. 

0^4 And 
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And when wc return to our cottage at night. 

Hand in hand as we fauntering ftray, 
Let the moons filver beams through the leaves give ns light, 

Juft direct us, and chequer our way. 

Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk» 

As thus gently and flowly we move ; 
And let no Angle thought be exprefs'd in our talk. 

But of fiiendfhip improv*d into love. 

Thus enchanted each day with thefe rural delights,' 

And fecure from ambitions alarms ; 
Soft love and repofe ihall divide all our nights. 

And each morning ihall rife with new charms. 



SONG LIV. 
WINTER. 

BY THE SAME. 

WHEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be feen. 
And the meadows their beauty have loft ; 
When nature's difrob'd of her mantle of green. 
And the dreams are fail bound with the frofl : 

While the peafant inadlive ftands fhivering with cold. 

As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent flocks run for eafe to the fold. 

With their fleeces befprinkled with fnow : 



In 
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In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with draw. 
And they fend forth their breath like a fleam ; 

And the neat- looking dairy-maid fees ihe muft thaw 
Flakes of ice that fhe finds in the cream : 

When the fweet country maiden, as frefh as a rofc. 

As fhe carelefsly trips often flides ; 
And the ruflics laugh loud> if by falling fhe fhows 

All the charms that her modefly hides : 

When the lads and the laH^es for company joinM, 
In a croud round the embers are met. 

Talk of fairies, and witches that ride on the wind. 
And of ghofts, till they're all in a fweat: 

Heaven grant in this feafon it may be my lot. 
With the nymph whom I love and admire. 

While the ificles hang from the eaves of my cot, 
I may thither in fafety retire ! 

Where in neatnefs and quiet, and free from furprife. 
We may live, and no hardfhips endure ; 

I^or feel any turbulent paffions arife, 
But fuch as each other may cure. 



233 
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SONG LV. 
CONTENT- A PASTORAL. 

BY MR. JOHN CUNNINGHAM. 

O'ER moor lands and mountains, rude, barren, and bare. 
As wilder'd and weary'd I roam, 
A gentle young (hepherdefs fees my deipair. 
And leads me— o'er lawns — to her home : 
Yellow fheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had crown'd. 

Green ruihes were ftrew'd on the floor. 
Her cafement fweet woodbines crept wantonly ronnd. 
And deck'd the fod feats at her door. 

We fate ourfelves down to a cooling repaft ; 

Fre(h fruits ! and fhe cuU'd me the beft : 
While thrown from my guard by fbme glances fhe caft. 

Love flily dole into my breaft ! 
I told my foft wifhes ; fhe fweetly replied, 

(Ye virgins her voice was divine !) • 

I've rich ones rejefted, and great ones denied. 

But take me, fond (hepherd — ^I'm thine. 

Her air was fo modeft, her afpeft Co meek ! 

So fimple yet fweet were her charms ! 
I kifs'd the ripe rofes that glow'd on her cheek. 

And lock'd the dear maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few fheep. 

And if, by yon prattler, the ftream, 
Reclin'd on her bofom I fink into fleep. 

Her image ilill foftens my dream. 

Together 
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Together we range o'er the flow rlfing hills, 

Delighted with padoral views. 
Or reft on the rock whence the (Ireamlet diHils, 

And point out new themes for my inufe. 
To pomp or proud titles flie ne'er did afpire* 

The damfel's of bumble defcent t 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire^ 

And fhepherds have nam'd her Content.- 



S O N G LVL 
PHILLIDA AND CORYDON. ^Z 

BY NICHOLAS BRETON*. 

IN the merry month of May« 
In a morn by break of day. 
Forth I walk'd by the wood fide 
When as May was in his pride. 
There I fpied, all alone, 
Phillida and Corydon. 

Much ado there was, god wot ! 
He would love, and (he would not : 
She faid, never man was true : 
He faid, none was f^Ife to you. 

* A writer of the i6th century, of whom nothing more is known, than 
that he compofed a variety of poems on all fubje^s, moil of which are now 
totally forgotten. 

He 
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He faidy he had loWd her long : 
. She faidy love ihould have no wrong. 

Corydon would kifs her then» 
She faid, maids muft kifs no men. 
Till they did for good and ^11. 
Then ihe made the fhepherd call 
All the heavens to witnefs truth : 
Never lov'd a truer youth. 

Thus, with many a pretty oath. 
Yea and nay, and faith and troth f 
Such as (illy ihepherds ufe 
When they will not love abufe ; 
Love, which had been long deluded. 
Was with kiiTes fweet concluded : 
And Phillida, with garlands gay. 
Was made the lady of the May. 



SONG LVII. 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER. 

ALL my pail life is mine no more. 
The flying hours are gone. 
Like tranfitory dreams giv'n o'er, 
Whofe images are kept in (lore. 
By memory alone. 



Whatever 
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Whatever is to come, is not ; 

How can it then be mine ? 
The prefent moment's all my lot. 
And that, as fail as it is got, 

Phillisy is wholly thine. 

Then talk not of inconflancy, 

Falfe hearts and broken vows : 
If I, by miracle, can be 
This live-long minute true to thee, 

'Tis all that Heav'n allows. 



SONG Lvm. 

BY . . . . BERKELEY ESC^? 

CAN love be controuPd by advice? 
Can madnefs and reafon agree ? 
O Molly ! who'd ever be wife. 
If madnefs is loving of thee ? 
Let fages pretend to defpife 

The joys they want fpirits to tafte ; 
Let us feize old Time as he flies. 

And the bleffings of life while they laft. 

Dull wifdom but adds to our cares ; 

Briflc love will improve every joy ; 
Too foon we may meet with grey hairs. 

Too late may repent being coy. 

Thcn^ 
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TBen, Molly, for what ihoald we ftaj^ 
Till oar bed blood begins to ran cold ? 

Oor youth we can have but to-day. 
We may always find time to grow old. 



SONG LIX. 

BY MR. ROBERT LLOYD. 

THOUGH winter its defolate train 
Of froft and of tempeft may bring, 
Y^t Flora fleps forward again. 
And nature rejoices in fpring. 

Though the fun in his glones decreafl. 
Of his beams in the evening is ihorn. 

Yet he rifes with joy from the eaft. 
And repairs them again in the mom. 

But what can youths funfhine recall. 
Or the blofToms of beauty reflore ? 

When its leaves are beginning to fall. 
It dies, and is heard of no more. 

The fpring- time of love then employ, 
*Tis a leffon that's eafy to learn. 

For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy. 
And his feafons will never return. 



SONG 
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SONG LX. 

BY MR. CHARLES CHURCHILL. 

WHEN youth, my Celia, 's in the piime. 
With rapture feize the joyous time ; 
*Tis Nature diftates ; fport and play. 
For youth is Natures holiday ; 
How fweet to feel loves foft alarms. 
When warm in blood, and full of charms! 

Dull winter comes with dreary froft. 
Creation droops, her beauty's loft ; 
But Spring renews the jocund fcene. 
And wakes to life the new-born green. 
When mens gay fummer once is o'er. 
The genial fpring returns no more ; 
All thenis void of fweet delight. 
One dreary, taftelefs winters night. 
How fweet to feel loves foft alarms. 
When warm in blood, and full of charms. 

The fun declines, and yields to night. 
But fhines next morn with orient light. 
Well pleas'd to run his golden race. 
He traverfes th' immenfe of fpace. 
Not fo with man, when once he dies. 
His fun is fet, no more to rife ; 
Dull prisoner of eternal night. 
No more he fees the chearful light. 

Thea 
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Then take the boon kind Heav'n beflows^ 
In bloom of youth, when beauty glows ; 
Be blefs'd to-day, perhaps to-morrow 
May clouded rife, and teem with forrow. 
Lifes morning pail, the fhadowy noon 
Brings on the difmal night too foon. 
How fweet to feel loves foft alarms, 
When warm in blood, and full of charms. 



SONG LXI. 
THE WINTERS WALK. 

BY DR. JOHNSON. 

BEHOLD, my fair, wheree'er we rove. 
What dreary profpefts round us rife ; 
The naked hill, the leaflefs grove, 
The hoary ground, the frowning flcies ! 

Not only through the wafted plain. 
Stern Winter is thy force confefs'd ; 

Still wider fpreads thy horrid reign, 
I feel thy power ufurp my breaft. 

Enlivening Hope and fond Defire 
Refign the heart to Spleen and Care ; 

Scarce frighted Love maintains her fire. 
And Rapture faddens to defpair. 



In 
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In groundlefs hope, and caufelefs fear. 

Unhappy man ! behold thy doom ; 
Still changing with the changeful year» 

The Have of funfhine and of gloom* 

Tir'd with vain joys, and falfe alarms. 

With mental and corporeal ftrife. 
Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms. 

And fcreen me from the ills of life. 



SONG LXIL 

TO A LADY ASKING HIM HOW LONG HE 

WOULD LOVE HER. 

BY SIR C£ORG£ ETHEREGE? 

IT is not, Celia, in our power 
To fay how long our love will laft ; 
It may be, we, within this hour. 

May lofe the joys we now do tafte : 
The blefled^ that immortal be. 
From change in love are only free. 

Then, fince we mortal lovers are, 
Afk not how long our love will laft; 

But, while it does, let us take care 
Each minute be with pleafure pafs^d : 

Were it not madnefs to deny 

To live, becaufe we're fure to die ? 

Vol. L R Fear 



14a L O V E . S O N G S. 

Fear not, though love and beauty failj 
My reafon fhall my heart diredl ; 

Your kindnefs now fhall then prevail. 
And paflion turn into refped : 

Celia, at worft, you'll, in the end. 

But change a lover for a friend. 



SONG LXin. 

DEAR Chloe, while thus, beyond meafure. 
You treat me with doubts and difdain. 
You rob all your youth of its pleafure. 

And hoard up an old age of pain. 
Your maxim, that love is flill founded 

On charms that will quickly decay, i 
You'll find to be very ill grounded. 
When once you its didates obey. 

The paflion from beauty firil drawn. 

Your kindnefs will vaftly improve ; 
Soft looks, and gay fmiles are the dawn. 

Fruition's the funfhine of love : 
And though the bright beams of your eyes 

Should be clouded, that now are fo gay. 
And darknefs obfcure all the ikies. 

We ne'er can forget it was day. 

Old Darby, with Joan by his fide. 

You have often regarded with wonder ; 

He's dropfical, ihe is fore-ey'd. 

Yet they're ever uneafy afunder : 

3 Together 
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Together they totter about. 

Or fit in the fun at the door ; 
And at night, when old Darbys pot's out. 

His Joan will not fmoke a whiff more. 

No beauty nor wit they poflefs. 

Their feveral failings to fniother ; 
Then what are the charms, can yoiS guefs. 

That make them fo fond of each other ? 
*Tis the pleafing remembrance of youth. 

The endearments that love did beftow j 
The thoughts of pall pleafure and truth. 

The befl: of all bleffings below. 

Thofe traces for ever will lafl:. 

Which ficknefs nor time can remove ; 
For when youth and beauty are pafs'd. 

And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendfhip infenfibly grows. 

By reviews of fuch raptures as thefe ; 
The current of fondnefs flill flows. 

Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 



SONG LXIV. ^ 

BY MR. EDWARD MOORE. 

THAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride, 
I always have boafled, and fcek not to hide ; 
I dwell on hei; praifes whereever I go. 
They fay Pm in love, but I anfvvcr no, no. 

R 2 At 
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At evening oft-times with what pleafure I fee 
A note from her hand, " TJl be with you at tea !*' 
My heart how it bounds, when I hear her below I 
But fay not 'tis love, for I anfwer no, no. 

She fings me a fong, and I echo each drain » 
Again, I cry, Jenny ! fwcet Jenny, again ! 
I kifs her foft lips, as if there I could grow. 
And fear I'm in love, though I anfwer no, no. 

She tells me her faults, as fhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and fwear (lie's an angel to me ; 
My (houldcr (he taps, and dill bids me think fo : 
Who knows but fhe loves, though fhe tells me no, no? 

Yet fuch is my temper, fo dull am I grown, 
I a(k not her heart, but would conquer my own : 
Ilcr bofoms foft peace fhall I feek to o'erthrow. 
And wifh to perfuade, while I anfwer no, na ? 

From beauty, and wit, and good-humour, ah ! why 
Should Prudence advife, and compel me to fly ? 
Thy bounties, o Fortune ! make haile to beflow. 
And let nic defcrve her, or flill I fay no. 



SONG 
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SONG LXV. 

BY THE SAME. 

HOW blefs'd has my time been, what joys have I known. 
Since wedlocks fofc bondage made Jefle my own ! 
So joyful my heart is, fo eafy my chain. 
That freedom is tailelefs, and roving a pain. 

Through walks, grown with woodbines, as often we ftray, 
Around us our boys and girls frolic and play : 
How pleaiing their iport is die wanton ones fee« 
And borrow their looks from my JefTe and me. 

To try her fweet temper, fom^times am I fcen 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green ; 
Though painful my abfence, my doubts fhe beguiles. 
And meets me at night with compliance and fmiles. 

What though on her cheeks the rofe lofes its hue. 
Her wit and good-humour bloom gll the year through ; 
Time flill, as be flies, adds increafe to her truth. 
And gives to her mind what he (teals from her youth. 

Ye ihepherds fo gay, who make love to infnare. 
And cheat with falfe vows the too. credulous fair; 
In fearch of true pleafure how vainly you roam ! 
To hold it for life, you muft find it at home. 



R J SONG 
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SONG LXVI. 

BY MR. ISAAC BICKERSTAFF^ 

IN love fhonld there meet a fond pair, 
Untator'd by faihion or art ; 
Whofe wifkes are warm and fincerey 

WJiofe words are th* excefs of the heart : 

If aught of fubfiantial delight 

On this fide the ftars can be found, 

*Tis fure when that couple unite, 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 



SONG Lxvn. 

FROM THE ANCIENT BRITISH ? 

AWA Y ! let nought to love difpleafing. 
My Winifrcda, move your care; 
Let nought delay the heavenly bleffing. 
Nor fqucamifh pride, nor gloomy fear. 

AVhat though no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our blood*. 

We'll ihine in more fubftantial honours. 
And, to be noble, we'll be good. 



Our 



* In the comk opert of Lot e ia a Village. 
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Oar name, while virtue thvs we tender. 
Will fweetly found wheree'er 'tis fpoke ; 

And all the great ones, they fhall wonder 
How they refped fuch little folk. 

What though, from Fortunes lavilh bounty. 

No mighty treafures we poffefs, 
We'll find, within our pittance, plenty. 

And be content without excefs. 

Still fhall each kind returning feafon 
Sufficient for our wifhes give ; 
I For wc will live a life of reafon. 
And that's the only life to live. 

Through youth and age, in love excelling, 

We'll hand in hand together tread ; 
Sweet-fmiling Peace Ihall crown our dwelling. 

And babes, fweet-fmiling babes, our bed. 

How fliould I love the pretty creatures. 
While round my knees they fondly clung I 

To fee them look their mothers features. 
To hear them lifp their mothers tongue ! 

And when with envy Time tranfported. 

Shall think to rob us of our joys ; 
You'll in your girls again be courted. 

And I'll go wooing in my boys. 



R A SONG 
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SONG LXVin. 

BY MR. GARRICK*. 

Y£ fair married dames, who ib often deplore. 
That a lover once blefs'd is a lover no more ; 
Attend to my ccunfel, nor blufli to be taught. 
That prudence muft cherifh what beauty has caught. 

The bloom of your check, and the glance of your eye. 
Your rofcs and Jilics may make the men iigh ; 
But rofes and lilies, and fighs pafs away. 
And pafTion will die as your beauties decay. 

Ufe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar; 
'i'hough muOc in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and foft from a delicate touch. 
Not handled too roughly, nor playM on too much ! 

The fparrow «ind linnet will feed from your hand. 
Grow tame by your kindnef^, and come at command : 
Exert with your htifband the fame happy ikill; 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your will. 

Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind ; 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your mind ; 
'Tis there that a wife may her conqueds improve. 
And Hymen (hall rivet the fetters of Love. 

* Sung by mrs. Cibber, io the comedy of The way to keep him. 

^ SONG 



.i. O V S - S O N G S. 249 

SONG LXIX. 
THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 

YE fair poflefs'd of every charm 
To captivate the will; 

Whofe fmiles can rage itfelf difarm; 

Whofe frowns at once can kill : 
Say» will you deign the verfe to hear* 

Where flattery bears no part ; 
An honeft verfe that flows fincere* 

And candid from the heart ? 

Great is yourpower, but, greater ygt^ 

Mankind it might engage. 
If, as ye all can make a net. 

Ye all {:ould make a cage. 
Each nymph a thoufand hearts may takcy 

For who's to beauty blind ? 
But to what end a pris'ner make, 

Unlefs we've flrength to bind ? 

Attend the counfel often told ; 

Too often told in vain : 
Learn t]iat beil art, the art to hold. 

And lock the lovers chain. 
Gamefters to little purpofe win. 

Who lofe again as fafl ; 
Though beauty may the charm begin, 

'Us fweetnefs nrnkes it Uih 

SONG 
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SONG LXX. 
FEW HAPPY MATCHES. 

BY ISAAC WATTS D.D. 

SAY, mighty Love, and teach my Covg, 
To whom thy fweeted joys belong. 
And who the happy pairs, 
Whofe yielding hearts and joining hands 
. Find bleflings twilled with their bands. 
To foften all their cares. 

Not the wild herd of nymphs and fwains. 
That thoughtlefs fly into the chains, 

Ascuflom leads the way: 
If there be blifs without dcfign. 
Ivies and oaks may grow and twine^ 

And be as blefs'd as they. 

Not fordid fouls of earthly monld. 
Who, drawn by kindred charms of gold. 

To dull embraces move : 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May ruih to wealthy marriage too. 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad trilx; that hell infpires 
With wanton flames; thofe raging fires 
The purer blifs deflroy : 



On 
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On ^tnas top let furies wed. 
And fheets of lightning drefs the bed» 
T* improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs, who(e marble forms 
None of the melting paflions warms. 

Can mingle hearts and hands : 
Logs of green wood that quench the coals 
Are married juft like Stoic foul^. 

With oiiers for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy drain. 
Still filenty or that ilill complain. 

Can the dear bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly conforts fpring 
From two old lutes with ne'er a firing. 

Or none beiides the bafs. 

Nor can the foft enchantments hold 
Two jarring fouls of angry mould. 

The rugged and the keen: 
Sampfons young foxes might as well 
In bonds of chearful wedlock dwell. 

With fire-brands tied between. 

Nor let the cruel fetters bind 
A gentle to a favage mind ; 

For Love abhors the fight : 
Loofe the fierce tyger from the deer. 
For native rage and native fear 

Jlife and forbid delight. 

Two 
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Two kindeft fouls alone muft meet ; 
*Tis friendfhip makes the bondage fwcet. 

And feeds their mutnal loves : 
Bright Venus, on her rolling throne. 
Is drawn by gentlefl birds alone. 

And Cupids yoke the doves* 



SONG LXXI. 
FOR RANELAGH. 

BY WILLIAM WHITEHEAD £S^ 

Y£ belles, and ye fifrts, and ye pert little things. 
Who trip in this frolicfome round ! 
Pray tell me from whence this indecenty fprings. 

The fcxcs at once to confound ? 
^hat means the cock'd hat, and the mafculine air. 

With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to languilh, not Hare, 
And foftnefs the teft of your fex. 

The girl who on beauty depends for fupport. 

May call every art to her aid ; 
The bofom dUplay'd, and the petticoat fhort. 

Arc famplcs flie gives of her trade. 
But you, on whom Fortune indulgently fmiles. 

And whom Pride has preferv'd from the fnare. 
Should (lily attack us with coynefs and wiles. 

Not with open and infolent air. 
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llieyenns, whofe ftatae delights all nutnldnd, 

Shrioks modeflly back from the view. 
And kindly fhould feem by the artifl deiign'd 

To ierve as a model for you. 
Then learn with her beauties to copy Ker air. 

Nor venture too much to reveal ; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care^ 

And doable each charm you conceal. 

The bluHies of mom, and the mildneis ofMay^ 

Are charms which no art can procure ; 
Oh ! be but yourfelves, and our homage we pay. 

And your empire is folid and fure. 
Butify Amazon-like, you attack your galla&tiv 

And put us in fear of Our lives. 
You may do very well for fillers and aunts. 

But believe me you'll never be tvivcs^ 



SONG LXXIL 
THE ROSE. 



BY 



CHILD offummer, lovely Rofe, 
In thee what bluihing beauty gbws ; 
But ere to-morrows fetting fun. 
Thy beauty fades, thy form is gone ; 
Yet though no grace thy buds retain. 
Thy pleafing odours dill remain. 

3 Cleons 
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Cleoru Tmile, like thine, fwect flowera 
Shall bloom and wither in an hour ; 
But mental fragrance ftill Oiall laft. 
When youch and youthful charms are pafs'd. 
Ye fair, betimes the moral prize, 
'Tis lafting beauty to be wife 1 




SONGS OMITTED. 



In class L 



BY MH. CONGREVJE*. 

AH! ftay; ah! turn'; ah! whither would you fly? 
Too charming, too relentlefs maid 1 
I follow not to conquer, but to die ; 
You of the fearful are afraid. 

In vain I call ; for (he, like fleeting air. 
When prefs'd by fome tempeHuous wind. 

Flies fwifier from the voice of my defpair. 
Nor cads one pitying look behind. 



THE INEXORABLE. 

BY HARRY CAREY. 

SHE, whom above my (elf I prize. 
Docs me above all men deipife j 
My faithful paflion is fo great. 
Nothing exceeds it but her hate. 

Muil I, ye gods, for ever love ? 
Muft (he for ever cru-:! prove? 
Muil all my tornicnts, all my grief. 
Meet no cc:n]-::i!icn, no lelicf ? 

• Ifl the tragrjy o; 1 he Fair Penitent. 

Charmer, 
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CharmcTf my final fcntence give ; 
Let me not in this angulfh live : 
But fweetly fmile» and eafe my pain. 
Or frown, and kill me with difdain. 



LOVE RELAPSED. 

IF all that I love is her face. 
From looking I fure can refrain ; 
In others her likenefs may trace. 

Or abfence may cure all my pain : 
This faid from her charms I retir'd. 

Nor knew I till then how I lov'd ; 
What prefent my paffion admirM, 

In abfence my reafon approved. 

Ah ! why fhould I hope for relief. 

Where all that I fee is difdain ? 
No pity in her for my grief. 

No merit in me to complain. 
Nor yet do I Fortune upbraid. 

Though robb'd of my freedom and eafe; 
Still proud of the choice I have made. 

Though hopelefs it ever can pleafe. 



B V 
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BY 



THINK not, my love, when feciet grief 
Preys on my fadden'd heart. 
Think not I wifli a mean relief* 

Or would from forrow part. 
Dearly I prize die fighs fincere. 
That my tnie fondnefs prove ; 
Norxould I bear to check the tear 
That flows from haplefs love. 

Alas ! though doom'd to hope in vain 

The joys that love requite. 
Yet will I cherifh all its pain. 

With fad but dear delight. 
This treafur'd grief, this> lov'd deipair 

My lot for ever be ; 
But, deareft, may the pangs I bdtf 

Be never known to thee. 



SEND back my long firayM eyes to me. 
Which oh ! too long have dwelt on thee 9. 
But if from you they've leam'd fuch iU^ 
To fweetly fmile. 
And then beguile. 
Keep the deceivers, keep them ftill. 

Send home my harmlefs heart again. 
Which aa unwor^y thought ooiild fiain : 

Vol. I. S But 
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But if it has been taught by thine. 
To forfeit both 
Its word and oath, 

K«ep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 

• 

Yet fend me back my heart and eyes. 

For I'll know all thy falfities ; 

That I one day may laugh, when thou 
Shalt grieve and mourn. 
For one will fcorn 

And prove as falfe as thou art now. 



BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN ESQ^# 

AH ! cruel maid, how hafl thou chang'4 
The temper of my mind ! 
My heart, by thee from mirth eftrang'd. 
Becomes like thee unkind. 

By fortune favour'd, clear in fame, 

I once ambitious was; 
And friends I had that fann'd the flame. 

And gave my youth applaufe. 

But now my weaknefs all abufe, 

Yet vain their taunts on me ; 

Friends, fortune, fame itfelf, I'd lofe. 
To gain one fmile from thee. 

^ In the cootie open of The PveoiMf 
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Yet only thou (hould'ii not defpife 

My folly or my woe; 
If I am mad in others tycs, 

'Tis thou haft made me fo ! 

But days like thefe, with doubting curs'd» 

I will not long endure : 
Am I defpis'd— I know the worft. 

And alfo know my cure. 

If, falfe, her vows flie dare renounce. 

She indant ends my pain : 
For, oh ! that heart muil break at once 

Which cannot hate again. 



THE DESPONDING SHEPHERD. 

BY MRS. PILKINGTON*. 

TO melancholy thoughts a prey. 
With love and grief opprefs'd ; 
To peace a flranger all the day. 
And all the night to reil : 

* The eight firft, and four lad lines of this fong appear in the abofe 
ladys men)oir8 as they are printed at p. 33. and the prefent copy did not 
occur time enough to fupply the deficiency. The editor had no hefitatioa 
in prefixing mrs. Pilkingtons name to this copy; as it is probable, either 
that her memory deceived her, or that fome other mif^ake happened, at the 
lime of printing her memoirs : the whole being evidently the compofition 
of ojfe and ti^e fame perfon, and pofTefling too much merit not to have been 
claimed by a different author. 

82 For 
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For dice, dHUmfid hir, I piae 

And wake Ae tadcr igh ; 
Bj dut obdontB keaxt of ciiiaCy 

Mj fadflij UdEogs flj. 

The ftabbom nda, duu due Ids hard* 

Will kiad comp afi on Sum ; 
E'en dicy mj loud complaints r^ard. 

And cdio bock mj woe. 
While yoa, a?ede to all my cut, 

Unpitying hear me griert s 
And add new pangs to my deipair. 

Nor with a fmile relieve. 

O think how foon that hear'nly hIoom» 

By which yoa tyrannize. 
Shall fade, and fhare die common doom« 

And death (hall veil thofe eyes ! 
Then look to yon cekflial (phere. 

Where fools with raptures glow. 
And dread to need thatpity there. 

Which yoo denied below. 
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Im class IV. 

YE virgin powers, defend ray heart 
From am'rous looks and fmiles ; 
From fancy love, or nicer art. 

Which mod our fex beguiles; 
From iighs and vows, from aweftU feart^ 

That do to pity move; 
From ipeaking filence, and from tears, 
Thofe fprings that water love. 

But if through paflion I grow blind. 

Let honour be, my guide ; 
And where frail nature feems indin'd. 

There fix a guard of pride. 
'Tis fit the price of Heav'n be pure. 

And worthy of its aid; 
For thofe that think thcmfelves fecore 

The foonefl are betray'd. 



BY my fighs you may difcover. 
What foft wifhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can (peak and tell the lover. 
What the tongue muft not impart. 

Blufhing fhame forbids revealing 
Thoughts your breaft may difapprove ; 

But 'tis hard and paft concealing 
Wbcn we truly fondly love. 



BY 
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BY MR. MENDEZ. • 

VAIN is tv^ry fond endeavouf 
To refill the tender dart; 
For examples move us never. 

We mud feel, to know the fmart. 
When the fhepherd (wears he's dying. 

And our beauties fets to view ; 
Vanity, her aid fupplying. 
Bids us think it all our due* 

Softer than the vernal breezes 

Is the mild deceitful ilrain ; 
Frowning truth our fex difpleafes, 

Flatt'ry never fues in vain. 
Soon, too fbon the happy lover 

Does our tend'reft hopes deceive i 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 

Foolifh woman to believe. 



BY SHAKSPEAREf. 

SIG H no more, ladies, iigh no more. 
Men were deceivers ever; 
One foot at fea, and one on fhore. 
To one thing conitant never. 

Then figh not (o^ 

But let them go. 
And be you blithe and bonny ; 
Converting all your founds of woe 
Into, hey nonny, nonny. 

* Ia The Chaplec. f la Much ado about Nothing. 



Sing 
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Slog no more ditties, iing no mo. 

Of dumps fo dull and heavy ; 
The frauds of men were ever fo 

Since fummer firft was leavy. 
Then iigh not fo, &c. 



IN vain. Philander, at my feet 
You urge your guilty flame. 
With well-difTembled tears intreat. 
New oaths and impious vows repeat. 
And wrong Loves facred name. 

Ah ! ceafe to call that paffion love, 

Whofe end is to betray ; 
Too foon, fhould I comply, you'd prove 
What fenfual views your ardour move. 

And your aiFedlion fw^y- 

And when, to all my fondnefs blind. 
You'd chafe me from your breaft. 
Deluded wretch ! when could I find 
That calm content, that peace of mind. 
Which I before poflefs'd. 



Ik 
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In class V. 



BY THE REV. THO M AS FITZ O £ R A LD. 

THE charms which blooming beauty (hows 
From faces heav'nly fair, ' 
We to the lily and the rofe. 

With femblance apt, compare. 

V^th femblance apt, for ah I how foon— 

How foon they all decay ! 
The lily droops, the rofe is gone. 

And beauty fades away. 

But when bright \irtue (hines confefs'd. 

With fweet difcretion join'd ; 
When mildnefs calms the peaceful breaily 

And wifdom guides the mind : 

When charms like thefe, dear maid, confpire 

Thy perfon to approve. 
They kindle generous chafie defire. 

And everla^g love. 

fieyond the reach of time or fate 

Thefe graces (hall endure ; 
Still, like the paifion they create, 

Eternal, conftant, pure. 
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